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Thou wert thb first to brsak upon thb fatb 
That likb ▲ wall confinso mt musr ahd mr, 

THIRBFORB, with ORATBFUL HBART, I DHDIGATB 

This littlb book of homblt songs to thbb. 



PREFACE. 



Most of the pieces in this little book were written 'midst the dost 
of the hackle-shop, and while my shopmates were debating the 
' kittle ' points of politics, theology, or science. If the reader finds 
in these pages a faint echo of the sweet melody that fills the 
summer woods and the sunny skies, I shall be well pleased. 



J. G. 



Abbroath, 24th March 1887. 
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HAME. 



Oh, Jamie, lad, invoke your muse, 

An' sing a sang to me 
Aboot the beauties o' my hame 

Across the briny sea. 
For oh ! my heart grows fonder o't 

As ilka year gaes by, — 
In truth the mention o' its name 

Thrills me wi' rapture high. 

Sing to me o' the Common braes, 

Whaur you and I langsyne 
Played cricket mony a summer day, 

* An' pu'd the gow'nies fine.' 
An' tell me, do the laddies go. 

When skule 's oot for the day. 
An' dook, as laddies did of yore. 

In bonnie Elliot Bay ? 

Sing to me o' the Den whaur winds 
The sparklin' Elliot stream, 

'Mid scenes o' beauty fairer far 
Than ony poet's dream. 
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There in the gloamings lang ago 

I wandered wi' my Jean, 
An' stole sweet kisses f rae her lips, 

An' praised her hazel een. 

Sing o' the ClifGs, so wild an' high, 

Whaur on the first o' May 
We rowed oor lasses 'mang the dew. 

An' pu'd the primrose gay. 
Sing to me o' the Seaton Wood, 

Auchmithie, an' the Law, * 
An' o' the happy, happy days 

We spent within them a'. 

Sing o' ilk weel kent spot that lies 

Aroond the Tarry Mill, 
An' o' St. Vigeans, quiet and sweet, 

Its kirk upon the hill. 
Sing sweetly o' the bonnie * Dens ' 

Whaur Brothock wimples free, 
'Tween verdant banks bedecked wi' flowers. 

Towards the siller sea. 

Sing o' the Abbey, grey and grsknd. 

The pride and boast o' a' 
Saint Tammas' sons whaure'er they be. 

At hame or far awa. 
Sing tenderly o' that dear spot, — 

The sacred spot whaur rest 
The playmates o' oor youthful days. 

The friends we loved the best. 

Sing, sing o' a' thae places, lad, 

An' send the sang to me. 
That I may crune it owre an' owre 

Wi' love an' ecstasy. 
For I may nevermore behold 

The Common's sunny braes, 
Nor walk wi' you as aft I did 

In youth's bricht, gowden days. 

* MarywoU Village. 
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IF LOVE WERE DEAD. 



I 'd take my harp and break the strings 
That oft the sweetest music shed, 

And fly from earth on borrowed wings — 
If Love were dead. 



I 'd never wander out at e'en 

To meet a certain dark-eyed maid 

Within yon waving plantin' green — 
If Love were dead. 



I 'd never taste the pure delight 
Of kissing lips like roses red ; 

Our eyes would never beam so bright — 
If Love were dead. 



Kind words would never lighten woe, 
Nor gentle hands be ever laid 

Upon the fever-tortured brow — 
If Love were dead. 



The flowerets fair would bloom in vain, 
Yon trees would throw no welcome shade, 

Fair summer would unfruitful reign — 
If Love were dead. 



The sun would never gleam on high. 

Our lovely earth would shake with dread, 

And man, proud man, would pine and die — 
If Love were dead. 
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MORNING. 



Aurora rises from the pearly sea 

And casts her smile on earth, 
The little birds pipe loud on every tree 

In honour of her birth. 
Across the dappled fields the west wind treads 

With loving steps and light ; 
The dewy flowerets lift their tiny heads 

To kiss the sunbeams bright. 

The farmyard cock bawls loudly forth to wake 

The toilers of the ground, 
And soon the ploughmen's heavy footsteps make 

The quiet roads resound. 
As to their work they go amongst the fields, 

Refreshed by gentle sleep, 
And full of that sweet joy which nature yields 

To those who sow and reap. 

The sturdy herdboy takes the lowing kine 

To pastures fresh and green, 
And as they slowly trudge in broken line 

They beautify the scene. 
The smithy fire is lit, and round and round 

The smith his hammer swings 
And strikes the glowing steel, and with the sound 

The blackened smithy rings. 

And now the brilliant sun has fairly ta'en 

Possession of the day. 
And guides the hours (a merry-hearted train) 

Along their golden way. 
And now a thousand sounds break on the ear. 

Nor will they cease until 
The purple robes of soothing night appear 

And shadow wood and hill. 
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I'VE COME AGAIN. 



I Ve come again, my Mary dear, 

From o'er the dark blue sea, 
To keep the promise that I made, 

My heart's first love, to thee, 
When here we met, so sad at heart, 

Three years ago to-day. 
To take a kiss and say farewell 

Before I went away. 

When seated round the big camp fire 

Upon yon foreign strand 
I heard the bearded miners sing 

Their songs of fatherland. 
My mem'ry wandered to this spot, 

And I in fancy strolled 
With thee, and in thy willing ears 

Sweet tales of love I told. 

When fortune seemed to turn from me. 

And hope give way to fear. 
An angel-voice would come and breathe 

Thy name, my Mary dear ; 
And up I got and set to work. 

Determined to succeed. 
And now I've got more money, love, 

Than ever I shall need. 

And when temptation held me fast 

My thoughts aye turned to thee, 
And to my heart came strength anew, 

I struggled and got free. 
Yes, Mary dear, thy mem'ry was 

To me a guiding star. 
That kept me in the paths of right 

When in the West afar. 
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« 

And I Ve come back, my Mary dear, 

From o'er the dark blue sea, 
To keep the promise that I mside. 

My heart's first love, to thee. 
And ere another month goes by 

Thou'lt be a happy bride, 
And when we Ve wed no power on earth 

Shall ever us divide. 



FATHER, THY WILL BE DONE. 



I BOON will leave you noo, mither, 

An' a' this weary pain ; 
But dinna greet for me, mither. 

In heaven we '11 meet again. 
I thocht it hard at first, mither, 

To leave you here alane, 
But God will care for you, mither, 

When I am dead an' gane. 

I used to gang to Foulis, mither, 

To pu' the bonnie flowers ; 
But bonnier flowers I '11 pu', mither, 

In Eden's shady bowers. 
I used to hear wi' joy, mither, 

The laverock sweetly sing ; 
But sweeter music mak's, mither. 

The walls o' heaven ring. 

I '11 meet my father there, mither, 

An' dark-e'ed sister Kate, 
An' we shall wait for you, mither. 

Beside the gowden gate. 
Wee Kate an' I shall weave, mither, 

A croon o' flowers for you, 
An' father dear will place, mither, 

The croon upon your broo. 
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So dinna greet for me, mither, 

Oh, dinna greet for me ! 
For tho' we 're partin* noo, mither, 

It 's only for a wee. 
But I maun speak nae mair, mither, 

But I maun speak nae mair ; 
For oh ! my Ups are dry, mither. 

An' oh ! my breist is sair. 

The little sufferer closed her eyes, 

And grasped her mother's hand. 
And quietly passed her pure young soul 

Into the better land. 
The mother looked upon her child 

Whose race on earth was run. 
And from her lips escaped the words — 

* Father, Thy will be done.' 



HASTE YE, SUMMER. 

Air — * Gloomy Winter.* 

Haste ye summer, ower the sea, 
Lads an' lasses lang for thee ; 
Bird an' bush an' bank an' tree 

Without your smiles are drearie, O ! 
Sin' ye left us a' last year. 
Wow ! but we 've had little cheer ; 
Autumn cam' decayed cui' sere, 

Then winter made us eerie, O ! 

Winds noo howl the woods amang. 
Bleak are a' the roads we gang. 
Hushed the little birds that sang 

On bush an' tree fu' cheerie, O ! 
Cauld an' soggy is the green 
Whaur we used to dance at e'en, 
'Mid the sunset's gowden sheen. 

Until oor legs grew wearie, O ! 
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Oh ! gin ye were here again, 
Scatterin' flowers on ilka plain, 
We wad sing a joyous strain, 

An' birds pipe loud and clearly, O ! 
Haste ye, then, across the sea, 
Lads an' lasses lang for thee ; 
Bird an' bush an' bank an' tree 

Lo'e yer smiles fu' dearly, O ! 



IN THE DINSOME FACTORTE. 



We toil all day 'mid the choking dust 

Of the dinsome factorie, 
That we may honestly earn a crust 

For our wives and baimies wee. 
Our toil 's severe and our wage is small, 

Yet we never fret nor sigh ; 
But work away with the hope that all 

May be better by and by. 

Chorus. 
Then come ye toilers of every trade, 

And join in a song with me 
In praise of those who must earn their bread 

In the dinsome factorie. 

Amongst our ranks there are manly hearts, 

Ever foremost in the strife, 
When vice with all its unseemly arts 

Would endanger virtue's life. 
And when the tyrants of earth would try 

To tread on our libertie, 
We fill the air with a mighty cry. 

And the cravens quickly flee. 

Chorum — Then come, <fec. 
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Within the walls (which are far from bright) 

Of the dinsome factorie 
Are souls lit up with the lustrous light 

From the fires of poesy ; 
And day by day, to beguile the hours, 

In a joyous mood they sing 
Of love and hope and the wayside flowers. 

Till the dusty rafters ring. 

Chorus — Then come, &c. 

Before we leave for our homes to-night 

Let us toast our partners rare. 
For oft their aid and their smiles so bright 

Drive away the fiend Despair. 
And oh ! let's pray that our Maker above 

May watch o'er our baimies wee, 
And fill their hearts with His wondrous love, 

That their lives may happy be. 

Chorus. 
Then join with me in this last refrain. 

To the wives and baimies wee 
Of those who labour and ne'er complain 

Of their lot in the factorie. 



NOO FRAE WINTER GLOOMS WE 'RE FREE. 



Noo frae winter glooms we're free 
Simmer joys ha'e garr'd them flee ; 
Ilka heart noo thrills wi' glee 

Frae morn till nicht. 

Phcebus noo the lee lang day 
Brichtens up ilk wood and brae. 
Fills the bonnie vale o' Tay 

Wi' silv'ry licht. 
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Noo the laverock's music rings, 
As it mounts on lusty wings ; 
Lood the mottled mavis sings 

On bush an' tree. 

Zephyrs laden wi' the smell 
O* the flowers o' hill an' dell, 
Mak' our pent-up bosoms swell 

Wi' ecstasy. 

Joys noo Ue in yonder den 
That will cheer the hearts o' men, 
Forced their precious time to spen' 

'Mid dust and din. 

There sweet sangs fa' on the ear, 
Flowerets fair a' roond appear — 
Daisy, spink, an' bonnie brier 

A' scent the win'. 

Ilka Jockie noo at e'en 
Steals awa to meet his Jean, 
Wi' the bonnie eyes that sheen 

Like stars at nicht. 

And in some secluded bower, 
Whaur nae pryin' eyes can glower. 
They lie doon an' spend an hour 

In pure delicht. 



WERT THOU BUT HERE. 



Oh, happy I wad be, my Jean, 

Wert thou but here, wert thou but here ; 
Thy smiles so bricht, thy sparklin' een, 

My heart wad cheer, my heart wad cheer. 
The lasses o' this sunny land 

Are fair an' free, are fair an' free ; 
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Few, few there are wha can withstand 
Their glamourie, their glamourie. 

But, oh ! yeVe left me little room 

Within my breast, within my breast, 
For ony ither flower to bloom — 

So be at rest, so be at rest ; 
And haste ye ower the waters blue 

To sunny Spain, to sunny Spain, 
Whaur wait a hame and heart so true 

To mak' ye fain, to mak' ye fain. 



ON HEARING A BLACKBIRD SING. 



Pipe out, pipe out, thou bonnie bird, 

Thy sweet inspiring lay, 
For oh, it tells that wintry hours 

Are fleeting fast away. 
It tells me that the naked woods 

Will soon be decked with green, 
And scattered over hill and dale 

Sweet flowerets will be seen. 

It tells me of the many joys 

The future days will bring. 
To cheer our hearts and rouse our souls 

To high imagining. 
It tells of peaceful woodland walks, 

Of love's sweet ecstasy, 
Of dreamings by the river side 

When Sol sinks o'er the sea. 

It tells of mountains all aglow 
With heather, gorse, and broom, 

That fill the valleys down below 
With exquisite perfume. 
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It tells me of the golden light 
That floods the summer skies, 

Until they seem as fair as those 
That shine in Paradise. 

It tells me of a mighty power, 

Moved by a boundless love, 
That ever works for mankind's weal : 

That power is God above. 
Oh, bird, I thank thee from my heart 

For thy sweet song to-day. 
For it has filled me with a joy 

That will not pass away. 



OH, WIFIE. 



Oh, wifie, o' the waes o' life 

We Ve had oor share, we 've had oor share, 
At first we thocht the endless strife 

We couldna bear, we couldna bear ; 
But struggling through the gloom we saw 

A ray of hope — inspiring licht, 
An' on oor ears thae words did fa' — 

* Keep up your hearts an' a' '11 be richt.' 

An' aye sin' syne, when gloomy Care 

Comes slinkin' near, comes slinkin' near. 
That licht — thae words come through the air 

Oor hearts to cheer, oor hearts to cheer. 
The tiny ray that shines so clear 

Comes f rae the licht o' God's great love ; 
The cheerin' words we always hear 

Are breathed by angels from above ! 
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OH, FOR THE DAYS! 



Oh, for the days, the glorious summer days, 

When earth and air are filled with golden light. 
When joyous birds pour forth their songs of praise 

As morning beams dispel the shades of night : 
The days when o'er the sunny dales and meads 

Are scattered flowerets fair of every hue, — 
The daisies, with their white and golden heads, 

The primrose, eglantine, and violets blue. 

Oh, for the days when through the bright green woods 

The sweetly-scented zephyrs softly blow. 
When we can wander in their solitudes 

Communing with the thoughts that come and go : 
The days when up the mountain's rugged side, 

Enraptured, we can climb, and firmly stand 
Upon their rocky heads and look with pride 

Down on the beauties of our native land. 

Down on the sunny valleys, where the sheep 

Sport with the joys of summer in their hearts ; 
Down on the mountain lakes, so calm and deep ; 

The breezy gold and purple moors, where starts 
The timid hare at every sound ; the plains 

Where stand the homes of Scotland's peasantry ; 
The old-time castles, with their proud domains ; 

The shining streams, meand'ring to the sea. 

Oh, for the summer gloamings, calm and still. 

When we can wander by the placid stream. 
Or rest our limbs upon the lonely hill. 

And of the coming future sweetly dream : 
Oh, then, ye gloomy hours, move quickly by. 

And let your sisters with the sunny eyes 
Your places take, and then with rapture high 

We '11 send a hymn of gladness to the skies ! 
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THE CHIEF O' THEM A\ 



There are thoosands o' pleasures a' lyiu' aroon', 
At hame an' abroad, in the country an' toon ; 
But the chief o' them a' — let cynics deride — 
Is a canty wee house an' a cheery fireside, 
Wi' laughin' bit bairns an' bonnie young wife. 
To welcome ye hame frae the day's toil an' strife, 
Wi' sweet smilin' faces, an' loud shouts o' joy 
Frae ilka wee lassie an' ilka wee boy. 

An' then to sit doon to a table weel spread 
Wi' clean cups an' saucers an' butter an' bread. 
An' breathe up a prayer to your Maker above 
To bless your wee hame wi' his mercy an' love. 
When supper 's partaken an' a'thing laid by, 
Aroond the bricht fireside ilk bairn draws nigh ; 
Then roond goes the story, the laughter, the jest. 
Till the clock blithely rings oot the hour for rest. 



TO MY WIFE, ON HER TWENTIETH BIRTHDAY. 

12th July 1884. 

Awake, my love ! the rosy mom 

Is smiling on the main ; 
The lark, in honour of its birth. 

Pipes forth a merry strain. 

I, too, will sing a song to thee, 

A simple, loving lay,— 
'T is all I have to give thee, love, 

On this thy natal day. 

But though I 'd gems from foreign lands 
To deck thy glossy hair. 
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Or silken gown to dress thee in — 
Say, would'st thou look more fair? 

To eyes that look for outward show 

Thou fairer might'st appear : 
A loving heart and russet gown 

Are held by me more dear. 

Oh, may thy every birthday be 

A day of happiness, 
And all the days that intervene 

Be full of perfect bliss ! 

May sorrow never cloud thy heart, 

Nor dim thine eyes with tears ; 
And may thy household cares be light 

Through life's allotted years. 

My song is ended ; but my love 

Will only end when De^th, 
With icy hands, steps in, and steals 

Away my latest breath ! 



HE'S NO THE LAD FOR ME. 



A WEALTHY chiel comes me to woo, 

Wi' gifts to tempt my e'e, 
But oft I tell him to his face, 

He 's no the lad for me. 
He sechs an' sighs, but never speaks- 

I ne'er kent sic a chiel — 
He hasna half the manly pluck 

O' bonnie Will Macneil. 

Will used to tak' me oot at nicht. 

To wander by the sea, 
An whisper words into my ear 

That tilled my heart wi' glee ; 
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He used to strake my gowden hair, 
An' praise my hazel een, 

An' when he 'd kiss me, slyly say, 
* Sweet are your lips, my Jean.* 

But Willie left me years ago, 

To sail for Yankee land. 
In search of gowd, to mak', he said. 

His Jean a lady grand ; 
An' oh ! I long for his return, 

Frae ower the deep blue sea. 
To fleg awa' the silly gouk 

Wha comes a-coortin' me. 



TO G. W. DONALD. 



Oh, Geordie, I'm no gi'en to praise, 
But really I my voice maun raise, 
To tell you hoo I like the lays 
That you ha'e made. 

I ken they've been weel praised ere noo, 
An' little I can say that 's new ; 
Still I wad add a word or two 
To what 's been said. 

I read your lays the ither nicht. 
An' windered muckle at their micht ; 
My heart, so sad afore, grew licht 
Wi' ecstasy. 

As ane by ane I read them ower. 
Aye comin' on a precious flower 
That you have culled frae some sweet bower 
Of poesy. 

The sayings in your * Muckle Skeel ' 
Prove you to be a witty chiel, 
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An' faith you sing o' love as weel 
As Rab himsel'. 

I'm sure, my lad, when you were young 
Your sweetheart on your breist aft hung 
To catch the words that frae your tongue 
In sweetness fell. 

'Mang a' your sangs I didna find 
A word to hurt the youthful mind. 
Nor mak' the hearts o' those refined 
Grow sad wi' shame. 

To fill each sweetly flowin' line 
Wi' thochts to elevate your kin'. 
An' mak their actions mair divine, 
Has been your aim. 

Oh, may your days on earth be lang. 
An' joyous as the time you sang 
Your native woods and braes amang, 
A real king ! 

An' when death comes wi' icy hand 
To tak' you frae this weary land. 
On Jordan's bricht, celestial strand 
New sangs you '11 sing. 



AULD GRANNIE. 



AuLD Grannie by the fireside sits, 
Wi' grave an' reverend look. 

As slowly to her bairn's bairns 
She reads the Holy Book. 

She reads o' little bairns wha 
To Jesus took their way, 

B 
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An' hoo, when they were driven back, 
He kindly bade them stay. 

She reads o' His nail-piercM hands, 
An' o* His thom-crooned broo, 

Till tears roll down their rosy cheeks, 
An' down her ain cheeks too. 

She steeks the book wi' tremblin' hands, 
An', as the bricht tears speed 

Adoon her cheeks, she clasps ilk bairn, 
An strakes ilk little heid. 

An' says, * O try an mak' yersel's 

Deservin' o' sic love. 
An' when ye dee ye '11 win awa' 

To bide Vi' Christ above. 



SEATON DEN. 



Oh, lovely den ! I wish to sing a sang in praise o' thee. 
For aft within thy cool green shade I roamed in youthfu' glee. 
An' spent the sunny summer hours wi' comrades, ah, so dear, 
Whose memory yet ne'er fails to draw the sympathetic tear. 

Wi' them I socht the wee birds' nests, up in the trees so high. 
That in our innocence we thocht their green taps touched the 

sky; 
But, ah, since then we 've found out that we 've higher far to 

climb 
Before we reach that shining land where dwell the seraphim ! 

An' when my courtin' days began, an' summer time cam' roun', 

Wi' bonnie Isa by my side I left the noisy toon, 

To breathe thy pure refreshing air, an' cull thy choicest 

flowers ; 
An' aye the nicht cam' on ower soon an' closed those happy 

hours. 
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For life is short, an' love is sweet, an' sweeter does it grow 
When those we love are far away or are by death laid low : 
Fair Isa, pride o' a' the toon, an' my heart's only love, 
Was ta'en awa' when in her prime to join the blest above. 

An' since then I have wandered far, but nane has filled her 

place : 
E'en now I think I hear her voice an' see her fair young face, 
An' tears well up an' dim my eyes — I throw aside my pen ; 
Some other time I'll sing thy praise, but not now, Seaton Den. 



OOR JOCKY. 



OoR Jocky is the brawest lad 

On a' the Brothock side, 
An' a' the maids o' Auld Roond O 

Wad fain become his bride. 
They dress in braws frae heid to fit 

To captivate his e'e ; 
In fact they 're ready, ane an a'. 

For Jocky's sake to dee. 

O weel he kens it 's a' for him 

They dress in claes sae braw ; 
But Jocky loves na ane o' them, 

Tho' friendly wi' them a'. 
He nods to Meg an' rosy Kate, 

An' smiles to bonnie Jean ; 
He speaks to May, the dairymaid. 

When wi' the kye at e'en. 

Some day, nae doubt, the god o' love 

Will link across the lea 
Wi' some young lass wi' rosy lips 

An' lichtsome, lauchin e'e, 
An' set her doon by Jocky's side, 

Wi' * here 's the lass for you. 
An' love her as you love your life. 

Or else you '11 sairly rue.' 
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^ 



THE SKIES ARE DULL AN' CHEERLESS NOO. 



Thr skies are dull an' cheerless noo, nae birdies charm the 

ear, 
The flowerets fair are deid an' gane until another year, 
An' chillin' blasts are blawin' ower the dreary, barren lea. 
An' my laddie's far awa' frae his ain land an' me. 

Choirus. 
My laddie 's far awa' frae his ain land an' me ! 
My laddie 's far awa' f ra« his ain land an' me ! 
An' I wander a' alane, wi' the saut tear in my e'e, 
For my laddie 's far awa' frae his ain land an' me ! 



Oh, weel I mind upon the days, the happy summer days. 
When by his side I wandered ower the Seaton's flowery braes, 
Wi' hopes bricht as the silver beams that gleamed upon the 

sea ; 
But my laddie 's noo awa' frae his ain land an' me ! 



He used to clasp me to his breast, when doon in Seaton Den, 
An' kiss my lips fu' tenderly, an' ca' me a' his ain. 
An' oh, my heart beat fast wi' joy, and glad tears filled my e'e. 
But my laddie 's noo awa' frae his ain land an' me ! 



I loved him wi' a peerless love, I trusted a' he said. 

An' when he named the happy day on which we were to wed, 

A prouder lassie didna dwell in a' our toon than me ; 

But my laddie 's noo awa' frae his ain land an' me ! 



The summer days will come again, and brichten everything, 
The birds will mak' the shady woods wi' cheerfu' music ring ; 
But in my heart nae joy can rise, nae gladness fill my e'e, 
For my laddie's noo awa' frae his ain land an' me ! 
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MARY: A SONG. 
Air — * In the gloamin'.' 

Opt my memory wanders, Mary, 

When I sit in solitude. 
To the happy days, my darling, 

When we wandered through the wood 
To the sea, whose silvery wavelets, 

Rippling o'er the golden sand. 
Pilled the sunlit air with music, 

Sweet as that of fairyland. 

Ah ! but now the snow-white daisies 

Bloom upon thy lowly grave. 
In the churchyard where the willows 

And the spreading elms wave. 
Sad and lonely now I wander 

Through the wood and by the sea. 
And my heart is ever asking 

Death to come and set me free ; 
Yes, my darling, ever asking 

Death to come and set me free ! 



I LOVE TO SIT. 

I LOVE to sit within the firelit room, 

When strange-like shadows dance upon the wall ; 

When all is silent, save the birds that call 
Upon their little mates lost in the gloom 

Of sable night. 

Then do the loved ones rise 
From memory's tomb, and on my listening ear 
Their gentle voices fall so sweet and clear. 
That I, in fancy, think the brilliant skies 
Of Eden shine above, and at my feet 
The amaranthine flowers bloom pure and sweet. 
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SUMMER. 



Ph<ebus' beams are gaily dancing 

O'er the azure sea, 
On the wave-washed pebbles glancing, 

Bright'ning wood and lea ; 
Stealing kisses warm and rosy 

From yon maiden sweet, 
Flirting with the wild-flower posy 

Blooming at her feet. 

Every tree is loudly ringing 

With the birds' sweet praise, 
Far above a lark is singing 

Soul-inspiring lays ; 
Happy children in the meadows 

Shout with ecstasy, 
And the cattle seek the shadows 

Cast by hedge and tree. 

Bees sip honey from the clover 

And the eglantine, 
High overhead white seagulls hover 

In the bright sunshine ; 
Midges dance in countless numbers 

In the fragrant air. 
And yon lakelet calmly slumbers 

Like a maiden fair. 

O'er yon treetops rooks are flying, 

Tiny specks of gloom ; 
On yon hillside sheep are lying 

'Mongst the golden broom ; 
Far behind me lies the city 

With its tainted sky. 
And its moans that startle Pity 

When she passes by. 
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Dwellers in the crowded alleys, 

Leave your misery, 
Seek the lovely woods and valleys 

Where the birds pipe free ; 
Seek the rivers and the fountains, 

Free from all alloy ; 
Seek the breezy, heathclad mountains. 

Shrines of health and joy. 



AN AULD MAN'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 



When I was but a little lad I never liked to mix 

In wi' the ither laddies when they played their roguish tricks ; 

I raither liked to stroll awa' to yonder bonnie dell, 

In company wi' some ither laddie natured like myself 

An' when I reached the age at which we like to be ca'd men, 

I never socht the noisy street, nor yet the drinking den. 

But ower yon fields I stole awa' sweet words o' love to tell 

Into the ears o' Jeanie Grey, the pride o' Marywell. 

There are some queer, unmanly loons, wha winna tak' a wife, 
Because they fear the consequences o' the married life ; 
But love within my bosom reigned an' drove sic fears awa'. 
An' soon I married Jeanie Gray, the queen o' maidens a'. 
As years rolled by we had our cares an' troubles*not a few. 
But wi' the help o' Providence we aye got wauchl'd through ; 
Oor bairnies grew around us like the flowers o' yonder dell — 
The lassies like their mither, and the laddies like mysel'. 

Noo low beneath a willow lies a frien' I miss richt sair. 
An' gane are a* my bairnies dear, an' silvered is my hair ; 
But though I 'm auld an' lonely noo, I never fret nor sigh. 
For I believe a better life 's in store for a' on high. 
There peerless joys await us that will never flee awa'. 
An' nobler, juster thochts will fill the minds o' ane an a' \ 
An' truer love will fill oor hearts, the weak will be made strong. 
An' a' for their deliverance will sing a joyous song. 
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THE SANGS O' TANNAHILL. ♦ 
^tr— *The Auld Scotch Sangs.' 

AuLD Scotland's Ploughman Poet praised 

In sweet, impassioned strains 
The beauties o' his native Doon, 

Its hills and lovely plains. 
His sangs o' love, his sangs o' war, 

Mak' ilka bosom thrill ; — 
But, oh, they dinna please me like 

The sangs o' Tannahill ! 

When ony o' his peerless sangs 

Fa' saftly on my ear. 
Though I be ne'er so weary worn, 

They never fail to cheer ; 
Or when in melancholy deep 

Wi' joy my heart they till — 
Oh, dear, dear to my bosom are 

The sangs o' Tannahill ! 

They tak' me to the mountain whaur 

The thyme an' heather grow ; 
They tak' me to the bosky dell 

Whaur flowerets sweetly blow. 
They lat me hear the music o' 

The burnie and the rill — 
Oh, dear, dear to my bosom are 

The sangs o' Tannahill ! 

They tak' me to fair Stanley Shaw, 

To lads an' lasses dear. 
An' there the mottled mavis sings 

Its melodies fu' clear ; 

* Written on reading the article, * Tannahill and the Braes of 
Gleniffer,' in People's Journal. 
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An' ower the Newton Woods I hear 

The laverock loudly trill — 
Oh, dear, dear to my bosom are 

The sangs o' Tannahill ! 

His time on earth was short, but, ah ! 

His name will never die ; 
An' now he sings far sweeter sangs 

In happiness on high. 
An' when we reach that golden land 

Whaur is no gloom nor care, 
We '11 hear him loudly sing amang 

The master-singers there. 



KATE. 



We parted at the garden gate 

One autumn day ; 
The blackbird of the garden piped 

A parting lay. 

That things were very far from right 
He seemed to know, 

For in his song there was, I thought, 
A tinge of woe. 

And when his song was done, he stared 

Me in the face 
So scornfully, then flew away 

To another place. 

Tears dimmed my darling's azure eyes. 

And one full sigh 
Escaped her lips as low I breathed 

A last good-bye. 

The fault was mine ; but my poor pride 
Kept still my tongue. 



26 POEMS AND SONOS 

Although I knew her sweet heart was 
With anguish wrung. 

My thoughts were sad as 'tween the fields 

Of golden grain 
I slowly passed, and, oh ! my heart 

Was full of pain. 

The laverock showered his wondrous notes 

Upon the air. 
But on mine ears they fell as if 

Bom of despair. 

I turned my head and looked towards 

The garden gate, 
Where I had left, in bitter tears. 

My darling Kate. 

But Kate was gone. Had I but seen 

Her at that time, 
I never would have had to pen 

This painful rhyme. 

But Kate was gone. Oh, that she could 

These verses see, 
I know that she, with all her heart. 

Would pardon me. 



MORNING AND EVENING. 



The morning dawns, but no bright ray 

Breaks on the dreary view ; 
Cold, drizzling, drenching rain pours down 

From clouds of dismal hue ; 
And through the woods the boisterous wind 

Raves on with fiendish glee. 
Divesting all the withered leaves 

From every dying tree. 
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And from the distant sea there comes 

A low, heart-piercing cry, 
Which seems to me the mingled groans 

Of sailors as they die ! 
A chill creeps o'er my troubled heart, 

And through my every vein, 
And quickly o'er the soggy fields 

I wander home again. 

The storm is o'er, dark clouds no more 

Look down with threatening mien ; 
With wind and rain they 've passed away 

And left the sky serene. 
The golden sun a radiance bright 

Throws over everything : 
Within my heart it creeps, and makes 

The morning's gloom take wing. 

And now King Sol his farewell takes 

Of earth and sea and sky, 
Amidst a gorgeousness profuse 

That fascinates the eye : 
Bright clouds of purple, red, and gold, 

Upon his bosom rest, 
Like honours (won by land and sea) 

Upon a warrior's breast. 



[N MEMORIAM. 



Two stars have left our little firmament— 
The first two in the heaven of our love — 
To mingle with the brilliant ones above 

That fill our souls with holy wonderment. 

One sweet voice less there is on this drear earth 
Upon a pallid brow lie locks of gold ; 
Two tiny feet lie motionless and cold 

That used to patter round us by the hearth. 
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Two pretty hands lie on a little breast 

That never more will beat with joyous life ; 
A pure young soul has left the weary strife, 

To live in peace for ever with the blest. 



1 DINNA KEN WHAT AILS ME NOO. 



I DINNA ken what ails me noo, 

What mak's my heart sae wae ; 
I canna sleep when in my bed, 

I 'm dowie a' the day. 
I seek the woods an' flowery braes 

That once to me were dear. 
But though their beauties are the same, 

My heart they dinna cheer. 

I sit beside the fire at nicht. 

An' sad thochts fill my brain ; 
I try to fleg them wi' a sang — 

Alas ! 't is a' in vain. 
For still they come an' brak my peace. 

An' hot tears fill my e'e ; 
An' aft in my distress I cry — 

Oh, why dae I no dee ? 

I carena for the company o' 

My happier fellow-men ; 
J 'd rather be in some lone place, 

Awa' frae mortal ken. 
Some say my trouble 's a' a sham, 

An' scoff an' sneer at me ; 
An' ithers say that I 'm in love, 

But, ah, that canna be. 

What ha'e I dune that I should be 
Sae tortured an' distressed ? 
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What gars this something follow me, 

An' ever brak my rest ? 
Whate'er it is, I rather fear 

Frae me it winna part 
Until Death's icy arrow pierce 

My sorely troubled heart. 



MARY SCOTT: A SONG. 



Mary Scott o' the Mill was bewitchingly fair. 

As over the flowery lea, 
Wi' a blush on her cheek Like the rose in her hair, 

She trippit to tryst wi' me. 
Her blue een were the brichtest that ever I saw, 

Her lips were temptingly sweet. 
An' her broo was as pure as the bonnie white snaw 

That fa's in' the dreary street. 

But nae mair o'er the lea wanders Mary o' the Mill, 

Nae mair does she tryst wi' me. 
For her e'elids are closed, an' her heart 's lyin' still. 

In death far ayont the sea. 
She left here in the spring for the shores o' the West, 

An' afore she sailed awa' 
I kissed her bonnie lips, an' clasped her to my breast, 

While tears frae our een did fa'. 

Wae an' weary I roam o'er the lea ilka day, 

Aye thinkin' to see her there, 
But the sough o' the wind as it blaws o'er Balgay 

But adds to my deep despair. 
An' I sigh for the time when my Mary I '11 see 

On Jordan's celestial strand. 
When 1 11 see her sweet face an' the licht o' her e'e. 

An' tenderly clasp her hand. 
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SWEET KELLY, O. 

The sun noo shines in cloudless skies 
That cheer the heart an' please the eyes, 
An' Nature noo a' smilin' lies 

Within thy Den, sweet Kelly, O. 

Aroond the castle's hoary wa's 
The summer breeze noo saftly blaws, 
An' wantons roond the leafy shaws 
Within thy Den, sweet Kelly, O. 

The Elliot noo bounds on wi' glee, 
To mingle wi' the sunny sea ; 
The wee birds sing on ilka tree 

Within thy Den, sweet Kelly, O. 

The flowers bloom fair on ilka brae. 
An' wi' the zephyrs gladly play. 
Till gloamin' comes wi' een o' grey 
Within thy Den, sweet Kelly, O. 

An' then fond Jockies steal awa' 
To meet their Jennies, trig an' braw, 
An' spend a gladsome oor or twa 

Within thy Den, sweet Kelly, O. 

I 've roamed upon the banks o' Clyde, 
An' scaled Ben Lomond's rugged side. 
But aye my heart, wi' native pride. 

Would turn to thee, sweet Kelly, O. 

An' noo I roam the banks o' Tay, 
Where Nature decks hersel' fu' gay, 
But o'er my heart she has maist sway 
Within thy Den, sweet Kelly, O. 

For, oh ! my boyhood's happy days 
Were spent amang thy sunny braes, 
An' while I live I '11 ever praise 

Thy lovely Den, sweet Kelly, O. 
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I'VE GOT A PACK. 



Farewebl to the heckles, fareweel to the stour, 
Fareweel to the sair limbs I 've had to endure 
For twenty lang years, that my bairnies an' wife 
Micht taste o' the comforts that sweeten this life. 

Fareweel to you, sidie, fareweel to ye a', 
I 'm leavin' you noo, but 1 11 gi'e you a ca' 
(Ilk time I come roond to replenish my pack) 
To see hoo you 're farein', an' ha'e a bit crack. 

The cauld days o' winter are comin', I know. 
When cheerless will be ilka road that I go ; 
But still 't will be better than ha'in' to stop 
The hale winter through in a dark stourie shop. 

An' sweet it will be i' the braw summer days 
To breathe in the zephyrs that blaw ower the braes, 
While loudly the bi^i wi' hearts fu' o' glee, 
Will sing their sweet sangies frae ilka green tree. 



A LILT FRAE THE WEST. 

Air — * When the kye comes hame.' 

Lang syne I lived contentit, frae care an' sorrow free, 
Amang the lo'esome spirits o' my ain countrie ; 
But Fate, the heartless limmer, garr'd me gae far awa' 
Frae Scotland's lochs an' mountains, an' lassies trig an' braw. 

The mountains here are peerless, an' ilka loch 's a sea, 
An' love-glints ever sparkle in ilka lassie's e'e ; 
But, oh ! there 's naething here that can win my heart awa' 
Frae Scotland's lochs an' mountains, an' lassies trig an' braw. 
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Or'^wh ***^.^^?« ^ ^® warbUng o' some God-gifted dame, 
Hut iu mv fK^'^uh® ,^*^^®'^' I ^ay forget ray hame ; 
Tq Srv^ii ^ wiochtfu' moments my heart aye flees awa' 

*^*^waiid 8 lochs an' mountains, an' lassies trig and braw. 

Th^ ! ?® ?^®®* ®P^* ^^ Scotland I like abune the rest— 
Tin r^Jj^K^® *^® Abbey, where I lived truly blest, 
ITi^aft^Ui ^ ^*^ ^ wander in sorrow far awa' 

Hootlond's lochs an' mountains, an' lassies trig an' braw. 

I wiah, ere Death's cauld fingers for ever close my e'e, 
lo aee again the beauties o' my ain countrie ; 
AU Oh ! when all is over, may I be quietly laid 
iJeaiae my dear forefathers within the Abbey's shade. 



OOR JEAN. 



OoR Jean was as fair as a morning in June, 
Wi' its sunshine an' roses an' birds a' in tune ; 
But ae dgy in winter a messenger came, 
And took her awa to her heavenly hame. 
Ere Death closed her e'elids, aroond her wee bed 
We gathered, an' to us she murmurin' said, 
* I 'm leaving this warld ; but, oh ! dinna greet. 
For soon in the jasper- walled city we '11 meet.' 

^^g years ha'e gane by sin' we saw her sweet face. 
But deep in oor bosoms she still has a place ; 
Her crack, sae auld far rant, ilk sweet winnin' look 
We miss as we sit at oor ain ingle nook. 
She used to bring posies frae yon sunny dell, 
Weel mixed wi' the violet, the daisy, and bell. 
An' place them in water within my wee room : 
Oh ! sairly I miss their enlivenin' perfume. 

When simmer comes roond, my wee wifie an' I 
Gae oot to the gair'ner's sweet flowerets to buy, 
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To plant 'mongst the daisies an' bonnie greensward 
That grow on her grave in the auld Abbey-yard. 
Oor time in this warld is nearin' its close — 
Sane, snne we 11 be free frae oor cares an' oor woes ; 
We lang for its comin', for, oh ! 't will be sweet, 
When Jean in the jasper-walled city we meet. 



O, YE MASTERS! 



Oh, ye masters ! oh, ye masters ! 

Do not treat us as your slaves ; 
Do not make us, willing toilers, 

Weary for our lowly graves. 
Do we ever shirk our labour ? 

Are we not in all things true 1 
Therefore do by us your workers 

As you 'd have us do by you. 

Oh, ye masters ! oh, ye masters ! 

Liberty to us is sweet ; 
Why then, through your heartless minions, 

Grind us down beneath your feet ? 
Think upon the perspiration 

That bedews our brows each day, 
As we toil within your workshops 

For the pittance that you pay. 

Oh, ye masters ! oh, ye masters ! 

if in learning we 're behind, 
Teach us by your every action, 

By your nobleness of mind. 
Show us toilers, poor and humble. 

How to leave our lowly state ; 
Show us how to meet like heroes 

All the stem decrees of fate. 
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TO THE LIBERALS OF DUNDEE.* 

Liberals in this mighty fray, 
Prove that ye are men to-day, 
Show that under Tory sway 

Ye will not be. 
Vote for those who 11 represent 
All your views in Parliament, 
With a courage truly blent 

With honesty. 

In the fight for Liberty, 
Foremost aye has been Dundee ; 
God forbid that we should see 

Her lagging now ! 
Do not give one single vote 
To that graceless turncoat : 
Every one would be a * blot ' 

On Dundee's brow. 

But, like men, go to the poll, 
Strong of will and pure, of soul. 
Free from faction and control 

That would defame ; 
And to-morrow we shall see 
Men elected for Dundee 
Worthy of her history 

And glorious name. 



PAIRTED. 

Oh, Fate ! thou art a heartless queen. 
To come an* put yourseV atween 
Me an' my bonnie wifie Jean 
An' bairnie dear. 



The above lines were addressed to the Liberals of Dundee on the day 
of the general election, 25th November 1885. 
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What garr'd ye come an' pairt us three, 
Wha lived as happy as could be ? 
What ha'e we dune to anger thee, 
I boldly speir ? 

Wert thou ill-pleased because we 'greed 
An' always love an' pleasure preed. 
That frae their sides ye garr'd me speed 

Wi' tearful e'e ? 
Or was it but to test my love 
For Jeannie an' her bonnie dove, 
That ye thocht fit yourseP to shove 

'Tween them an' me ? 

If so, I plainly say to thee. 

That though I never more may see 

My Tammie's face — the love-lit e'e 

O' bonnie Jean, 
I '11 love them wi' a love as high 
As that which reigns abune the sky, 
Till kindly Death come stappin' by 

An' close my e'e. 



WHEEST! MY BAIRN IE. 



Whebst ! my bairnie, wha 's this comin' 

Lichtly up the garret stair ? 
'T is your daddie gaily hummin' 

Ower a cheerie Scottish air. 

Never ha'e I heard him singin' 

Sin' the failure three months past ; 

Surely he guid news is bringing — 
Maybe he 's got work at last. 

Here he is, wi' face a' beamin' 
Like the sun at dawn o' day, 

An' his een wi' joy are gleamin' — 
Losh, man, what is that you say 1 
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You 've got wark wi' Sandy Rennie,- 
God be thankit for it, Joe ! 

For 1 spent the hinmaist penny 
That I had an hour ago. 

Noo, my bairnie, we '11 get meatie 
For your hungry little wame, 

Braw new booties for your feetie, 
For thae auld anes mak' you lame. 

Oh ! my bonnie, lauchin Tammie, 
I could greet wi' joy the nicht ; 

For your sake, my precious lammie, 
Things, I hope, will noo gae richt. 



AUCHMITHIE S QUEEN. 



I ha'e a lass whase looks ootsheen 
The fairest that were ever seen — 
Weel is she named Auchmithie's queen, 
So lovely is my Mary. 

A fisher lass is her degree, 
But gin you saw her Uchtsome e'e, 
I 'm sure you 'd join an' say wi' me. 
You ne'er saw ane like Mary. 

Her wondrous mass o' raven hair, 
When waving in the sunlit air. 
Gars auld and young stand still an' stare. 
An' say, * There's nane like Mary.' 

The sunbeams like to kiss her face, 
The waves wi' ane aijither race 
To see which first will reach the place 
Where stands my bonnie Mary. 

When to the toun she wends her way, 
The stately trees an' flowerets gay 



FROM THE HACKLE-SHOP, 37 

A' nod their heids an' homage pay 

T' Auchmithie's queen — my Mary. 

The fisher lads like her sae weel 
That up yon brae they bear her creel, 
Ac' happy, happy dae they feel 
If smiled upon by Mary. 

There 's ane wha tries wi' micht an* main 
To win my Mary for his ain, 
But a' his strivings are in vain — 
He 's no the lad for Mary. 

He wonders what brings frae the toun 
Yon muckle-heided, lang-tongued loon — 
I wonder what will be his tune 

When I wed bonnie Mary. 



LUNAN WATER. 



Nae native bard o' bygone days 

E'er thocht it worth the while to raise 

His tuneful voice to sing in praise 

O' thee, fair Lunan Water. 
But T my lowly lyre will string, 
An' in thy praise will loudly sing, 
Till a' the country round shall ring 

O' bonnie Lunan Water. 

When Phcebus looks wi' lichtsome e'e 
Upon thy wavelets wimplin' free 
There 's nae a stream so fair as thee, 

O, bonnie Lunan Water. 
Here we inhale the purest air. 
An' summer decks thy braes so fair 
Wi' flowers that ony queen micht wear, 

O, bonnie Lunan Water. 
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The birds sing on the bushes near, 
An' o'er thy bosom, bricht an' clear, 
The laverock's sweetest notes we hear, 

O, bonnie Lunan Water. 
Ye sing awa' ^ey weel yoursel' ; 
Aft, aft you Ve garr'd my bosom swell, 
An' bound me in a raptured spell, 

O, bonnie Lunan Water. 

The bards o' Aberbrothock blaw 
Aboot their maidens trig and braw ; 
They say they' re matchless, ane an' a', 

O, bonnie Lunan Water. 
But surely they have never seen 
Thy lasses wi' the sparklin' een : 
The plainest o' them far ootsheen 

The maids o' Brothock Water. 

But I maun^stop my singin' noo, 
For o'er yon mountain's purple broo 
The sun sinks frae our raptured view, 

O, bonnie Lunan Water. 
Some ither afternoon ere lang 
I'll roam thy sunny braes amang. 
An' sing anither stirrin' sang 

Aboot thee, Lunan Water. 




EVENING. 



Across the pale blue firmament 

Great clouds pursue their way. 
And, like sad mourners, hover o'er 

The sepulchre of day. 
But now they 're gone, and eve's fair star 

Shines in the darkening sky. 
As pure as innocence within 

A lovely maiden's eye. 
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The ambient air is heavy with 

The breath of fragrant flowers 
That hang their heads in sleep within 

The dew-illumined bowers. 
The little birds are all at rest 

Within yon gloomy wood, 
And only love's impassioned voice 

Breaks on its solitude. 

Yon river, like a slighted maid, 

Winds lonely through the plain, 
And from its Ups come snatches of 

A low, sad, sweet refrain. 
Lo ! o'er yon hill the regal moon, 

Arrayed in vestment bright. 
Ascends with stately tread to rule 

The destinies of night. 



xMY MITHER. 



My mither wad fain mak' me marry Tarn Gray 

Because he has siller an' land, 
But though nae anither should wander my way, 

J '11 never gi'e Tammas my hand. 
To think that a lassie no yet seventeen 

Wad marry a creatur' like Tam ! — 
He 's auld an' he 's cripple, an' bleert are his een, 

Forby he is gi'en to a dram. 

Aye when the auld sinner comes hirplin' here 

To tempt me wi' siller an' braws. 
My very blood boils, an' I get in a steer. 

An' fegs ! I could slap his thin jaws. 
But that wadna dae, so I gae ben the house 

An' bide there till he gaes awa' ; 
An' then my auld mither gi'es me her abuse, 

But mind her I dinna ava. 



40 POEMS AND SONOS 

Oh ! what wadna siller mak' some people dae, 

When mithers wad barter their ain 
For twa or three pounds to a man like Tarn Gray- 

I '11 ne'er like my mither again. 
I wish some young laddie wad come an' tak' me — 

Some laddie f rae fact'ry or plou' ; 
I carena although he ha'e nae pedigree, 

If he be but honest and true. 



WORDS OF COMFORT. 



How pleasant 't is, when wandering through the street. 
Or in the country reading some loved book. 

To hear acquaintances I chance to meet 

Exclaim — * Why, man, how pale and thin you look.' 

* You 're but the ghost of what you used to be ; 

Your cheeks that once were full and red with health 
Are hollow now and white ; your step, once free 
And firm, now seems as it were ta'en by stealth. 

* No merry smiles now brighten up your face ; 

Your tongue that used to charm now silent lies ; 
Your wit is gone, and dulness fills its place ; 
The only brightness left is in your eyes.' 

The other day a rude, unfeeling wretch ' 

Bawled out in language plain — * You soon will die.' 

Oh, thoughtless souls ! why utter words that fetch 
Sad tears into a suffering mortal's eye ? 

I am not old ; but in my healthy youth, 

When gaily beat my heart within my breast. 

No word e'er left my tongue, in jest or truth. 
To grieve the heart of anyone distressed. 
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GLOAMIN' GREY. 



How sweet it is when morning first 

Breaks on our raptured view, 
With skzure eyes, and rosy lips 
That sip the pearly dew ; 

But sweeter far than morning gay, 
To me and bonnie blue-eyed May, 
Is in the woods at gloamin' grey. 

When the sun in glory shines 

High in the skzure sky. 
It fills the soul with ecstasy. 
And fascinates the eye ; 

But better far than sunlit day, 
To me and bonnie blue-eyed May, 
Is in the woods at gloamin' grey. 

Disturbed by none, there do we sit. 

Clasped in each other's arms. 
Our hearts rejoicing in the power 
Of love's all-potent charms. 
So haste ye sunny hours away. 
And come poetic gloamin' grey. 
And thou too, bonnie blue-eyed May. 



DRUCKEN WILL BROON. 



Oh, come awa', Willie, oh, come awa' hame. 
An' leave this dark den o' dishonour and shame ; 
Your bairns are hungry, an' they 're cryin' for you. 
So come awa', love, an' leave tins drucken crew. 
Oh, Willie, ye mind when first we were wed. 
The blessings o' God were then on oor head ; 
At kirk or at market we aye dressed fu' braw — 
Ah, then we were lo'ed an' respeckit by a'. 
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But things noo are altered ; yoa are ragged an' lorn, 
Your former companions noo pass you wi' scorn ; 
Drink noo has made you the crack o' the toon, 
An' ilka ane cries to you, * Drucken Will Broon.' 
But you carena for that ; you ha'e banished a' shame, 
An' gane is the love you ance had for your hame ; 
Your bairns rin ragged, your wife poorly clad. 
And into the amry there 's no a bit bread. 

So, come to your bairns — oh, come to your wife ! 

An' dinna \eaA langer this terrible life, 

Or you '11 soon ha'e your baims an' me i' the grave ; 

So, Willie, dear Willie, oh, try an' behave. 

He took up the glass, dashed it down on the floor. 

And rushed to his wife, who stood close by the door, 

And into her pale face wi' shame he did stare, 

An' cried, * Oh, forgi'e me, an T '11 drink nae mair ! ' 



LONG AGO. 



Long ago my life was a beam of light 

On the golden river of Time, 
And the flowers of hope in my heart bloomed bright, 

And I wove them in every rhyme ; 
Then a dream of greatness inspired my soul. 

And I struggled from day to day. 
Determined to reach the alluring goal 

Whatever might lie in the way. 

But a shadow came and obscured my life, 

And my dream and my hopes all fled, 
And my soul grew sick of the weary strife, 

And I earnestly wished I were dead. 
For it mattered not how the world might go, 

In its strife I could never take part ; 
For I knew the shadow would darker grow 

Till the life-blood ebbed from my heart. 
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OOR WEE KATE. 



A BONNIE lass, wi' bricht blue een, 

Is oor wee Kate ; 
A cannie, couthie-hearted queen 

Is oor wee Kate. 
A* care and sorrow she beguiles 
Wi' merry heart an' sunny smiles ; 
Oh ! mony are the loving wiles 

O' oor wee Kate. 

Like a sunbeam in the Spring 

Is oor wee Kate, 
Her laughter mak's the hale hoose ring, 

Happy aye is Kate. 
An' like a lambkin on the braes 
She gaily skips about and plays ; 
Oh ! innocent are a' the ways 

O' oor wee Kate. 

Ready aye wi' heart an' han', 

Is oor wee Kate, 
To help the neighours o' the Ian', 

Kindly wee Kat^. 
An' tired her wee limbs never feel 
When rinnin' for their milk or meal ; 
Oh ! a' the fowk aroon' speak weel 

O' oor wee Kate. 

May want ne'er pinch the kindly heart 

O' oor wee Kate ; 
May love an' peace ne'er seek to part 

Frae oor wee Kate. 
But breathe wi' me a prayer above 
To Him wha is the King o' love. 
To watch wi' care the bonnie dove 

That we ca' Kate. 
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DAY LIES DEAD. 



Day lies dead within the west, 

Hushed the birds on bush and tree ; 
Sighs and longings fill my breast, 

Darling May for thee. 
How I long to see your face, 

And your eyes that seem divine. 
How I long my lips to press 

Fondly, love, to thine. 

Moonbeams bright steal kisses sweet 

From the liplets of the Tay, 
And the stars with silent feet 

Tread the Milky Way. 
Love is here in ecstasy. 

Odours sweet regale the air ; 
Then, my darling, come to me : 

Leave the haunts of care. 



WAIFS O' THE STREET. 



CrLOOMY Winter 's come again, 
Wi' its biting winds and sleet, 

Drifting snaw and drizzling rain— 
Oh, the poor waifs o' the street ! 

See them rinnin' through the snaw 

Wi' their little frosted feet, 
See them shiverin' 'gainst yon wa', 

The ragged bairns o' the street. 

They have no tender mother's care, 
Nane to soothe them when they greet ; 

They must lie on some dark stair, 
Aff the cauld and dreary street. 
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Buy my matches, sir/ they cry, 

In a voice so weak, yet sweet, 
Micht mak' the hardest-hearted sigh 

For the bairns o' the street. 

Buy their matches, buy their books. 
Clothe their backs and shoe their feet, 

Gae them smiles and kindly looks — 
They cheer the bairns o' the street. 

Dinna see the young buds dee, 

Tak' them in and gi'e them meat. 
And sweet flowers some day they '11 be 

The ragged bairns o' the street. 



GRANDFATHER MINE. 



Grandfather mine. 
Grey hairs now shine 

Upon thy wrinkled brow ; 
Thy body 's bent, 
Thy strength is spent. 

The grave yawns for ^ee now 

Thy life has been 
A chequered scene 

Of sorrow mixed with joy : 
Where thou hast moved 
Thy heart 's been proved 

To be without alloy. 

Whoe'er may look 
O'er thy life's book 

Will find imprinted there 

(Bright gems for youth), 
Love, honour, truth. 

And other virtues rare. 
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And when thy breath 
Gives way to death, 

Thy soul on high shall rise, 
And live in light, 
With angels bright, 

Immortal in the skies. 



THE FACE I SAW TO-DAY. 



I WALKED within the cool green shade 

Of yonder wood to-day, 
And there, beneath a stately tree, 

A lovely maiden lay. 
Unseen, I gazed in wonderment — 

My heart thrilled to its core ; 
So pure, inspiring loveliness 

I ne'er had seen before. 

Her hair wets like the dusky gold 

Of yonder shady com ; 
Her eyes were like the tender blue 

That tints the sky at mom ; 
Her lips, like petals of a rose, 

Were parted in a song, 
And zephyrs passing through the wood 

Bore every note along. 

The sunbeams through the branches stole, 

And kissed her peerless face, 
And flowerets fair waved all around 

Her form replete with grace. 
I envied all the sunbeams bright 

Those kisses pure and sweet, 
J longed to be the daisy white 

That grew beside her feet. 

And yet a something held me back — 
A reverential fear, 
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She seemed so like a visitant 

From yon celestial sphere. 
So, with one long, regretful look, 

I turned and stole away ; 
But while I live 1 11 ne'er forget 

The face I saw to-day. 



THE ROUNDIES AN' THICKET. 



Lament, ye sad lovers, lament noo richt sair. 
For the roundies an' thicket are yours nae mair ; 
Nae mair will ye lie in their shade wi' your dears, 
For roond ilka place noo a fencin' appears. 

Lament, a' ye laddies an' lassies, lament, 
For glad were the moments within them ye spent ; 
To some ither place your wee legs ye maun steer. 
For roond your auld haunts noo wire fencin's appear. 

How sweet, when the week's weary toilin' was o'er, 
To wander awa' frae the street's wild uproar, 
To the roundies or thicket, withoot ony fear 
O' seein' before ye wire fencin's appear ; 

An' there lie in gladness an hour — maybe twa — 
Inhalin' the scent-laden breezes that blaw 
Adown the fair strath o' the clear windin' Tay ; 
But noo frae sic pleasure we 're driven away. 

But, Tyranny ! soon shalt thou cease to oppress. 
For the time 's fast comin' when we '11 get redress ; 
We 've Right on oor side, therefore naething to fear : 
Yes, soon shalt thy fencin's an' thou disappear ! 
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JEAN O' INVERGOWRIE. 



The Dundee maids are blythe an' fair, 
An' muckle blessed wi' virtues rare, 
But, oh ! there 's nane that can compare 

Wi' Jean o' Invergowrie. 
For een that match the sky's bright blue, 
A dimpled chin an' cherry mou', 
A rosy cheek an' snaw-white broo. 

Has Jesui o' Invergowrie. 

A voice, to- me divinely sweet, 
A heart that harbours nae deceit, 
A mind with innocence replete. 

Has Jean o' Invergowrie. 
In fact, her marrow I ne'er saw, 
Altho' I 've wandered far awa' ; 
An' ithers say she 's queen o' a' 

The maids 'tween this and 'Gowrie. 

There 's nae a lad on 'Gowrie land 
But in my shoon wad like to stand, 
For I ha'e won the heart an' hand 

O' Jean o' Invergowrie. 
An' when I marry bonnie Jean, 
I '11 leave the toon an' live, I ween, 
Where birds sing sweet an' fields are green — 

Near bonnie Invergowrie. 



O, LAVEROCK ! 

O, LAVEROCK ! piping lood on high, 
Ye think yersel' withoot a peer ; 

But gin ye heard my sweetheart sing 
When Phoebus' first faint rays appear. 

Ye 'd stop your carolling and ask — 
* What heavenly voice is this I hear V 
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WHEN GLOAMIN* SHADOWS FA'. 



Oh, swift the silent moments flee 

When wi' my dearie Jean 
I wander by yon bumie's side, 

Or through yon meadows green ; 
Nae body comes to bother us, 

Nae soond we hear ava'. 
Except the zephyrs whisp'iing to 

The birds in yonder shaw. 

As side by side we wander on 

Wi' hearts that ken nae pain. 
Love tak's us frae this world to 

A world o' his ain. 
An' there in ecstasy we while 

The gowden hours awa', 
Until the purple robes o' nicht 

Completely shadow a\ 

Reluctantly we turn again, 

Though a' aroond be drear ; 
We ken that when we reach the toon 

Our paiiiin' time is near. 
Some nicht ere lang we mean to be 

Made ane by holy law, 
An' then we nevermair shall part 

Till Death overshadows a*. 



O RED, RED ROSE! 

O RED, red rose, thou art so like 
My sweetheart's pretty mou' 

That I will press thee to my lips 
An' kiss awa' the dew 

That lies upon thy silken faulds 
In blabs o' pearly hue. 

D 
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O TINY VIOLETS! 



O TINY violets, peering from 

Your beds o' lovely green, 
You have the tender saftness o' 

My sweetheart's bonnie een ; 
But still there 's something that you want- 

You want their starlike sheen. 




AND MEET WE SHALL SOME DAY. 



Do you remember, love, that night 

Three weary years ago, 
When we together wandered in 

The evening's fading glow ; 
The birds were silent in the wood, 

The flowers slept on the lea. 
And up the den the cool breeze bore 

The murmur of the sea ? 

Do you remember when we sat 

Beneath yon towering pine. 
How fast your heart beat when I asked 

You, darling, to be mine, — 
How hot the blush came to your cheek. 

The bright tear to your eye. 
As you endeavoured, but in vain, 

To make your lips reply. 

Ah ! little thought we then, my dear, 
That fate would part us twain. 

Who loved each other with a love 
That bordered nigh to pain. 
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If ever we should chance to meet 

On Life's sin-troubled sea, 
Would you, my queen, forget the past, 

And tryst again with me ? 

Or would you turn aside your head, 

And pass me coldly by 
Without a word, a smile, or look 

Of pardon in your eye ? 
No, no, my sweetheart, when we meet 

(And meet we shall some day,) 
'T will be with eager, outstretched hands, 

Just in the olden way. 



MARY GLEN. 



The laverock pipes fu' sweetly 

To the day when newly bom. 
And blithely sings the Untie 

Frae the bonnie milk-white thorn ; 
But ilka nicht at gloamin', 

Doon in yonder flowery den, 
I hear a sang far sweeter 

Frae my ain love, Mary Glen. 

Fu' bonnie are the roses 

That bedeck yon garden wa', 
An' fair are a' the violets 

That bespangle yonder shaw ; 
But oh ! the fairest roses. 

Or violets ever seen. 
Look pale beside the colour 

O' my Mary's cheeks an' een. 

Her soul is pure an' spotless 

As yon snaw-white clouds on high, 

An' she to me is faithfu' 
As the sun is to the sky. 
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Our hearts are bound together 
By the sacred bands o' love, 

And wrong 'twould be to part us 
In the eyes of Him above. 



O LASSES ! 

(With Apologies to William Black.) 

O LASSES, stop your foolish ways 
O' dressin' up in steel-set claes, 
An' wearin' shoon that hurt your taes — 
Ye mak' me sorry for ye. 

At kirk or market when you 're seen, 
Your hirplin' gait aye pains the een ; 
An' when ye dance upon the green 

Sad figures are among ye. 

There 's dark-eyed Kate, an' Jeanie fair, 
Gaen waddlin', duck-like, over there ; — 
Gae hame, gae hame, an' wear nae mair 

Sic things to spoil your beauty. 




A SPRIG OF PURPLE HEATHER. 



A LETTER came to me to-day 
From one at present far away. 
And in its dainty folds there lay 

A sprig of purple heather 
Culled from the side o' some great ben, 
Or from some winding, fairy glen, 
Where oft the blood of Highland men 

Has deeper dyed the heather. 
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I kissed each lovely purple bell, 

And breathed with joy the fragrant smell : 

It made my bosom fondly swell, 

This sprig of purple heather ; 
It made me long again to see 
The lovely lips and lichtsome e'e 
Of her who fondly sent to me 

This sprig of purple heather. 

But autumn's gold must come and go, 
And winter clothe with spotless snow 
The mountains and the glens where grow 

The thyme and purple heather 
Before I see my Bertha's face ; 
But for her sake I '11 gently press, 
And next my heart with fondness place 

This sprig of purple heather. 



MY QUEEN. 



O BIRD, will you fly to my queen, 
My queen wi' the raven hair, 

My queen wi' the radiant een 
An' lips than a rose more fair ; 

And say in a sadly sweet strain : 
* O Queen ! for a true heart's sake. 

Come back to its kingdom and reign, 
Or else it will surely break !' 

We parted in anger, you know : 

The blame, I confess, was mine : 
An' oh ! I have suffered, I trow. 

Unceasing remorse sin' syne. 
Now speed on your mission, I pray. 

While Phoebus fills earth wi' sheen ; 
The zephyrs will show you the way. 

For well do they know my queen. 
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WITH HEAVY HEART AND TEAR- FILLED EYES. 



With heavy heart and tear-filled eyes 

I left my native land, 
To seek both fame and fortune 

On a far-off foreign strand ; 
I left the home where first I saw 

The light of this fair earth, — 
I left the happy mountain home 

Which gave my fathers birth. 

I left a maiden on the shore, 

Her eyes were filled with tears, — 
I kissed her, and with quiv'ri^oice 

Bade her dispel her fears ; 
For soon, soon I 'd return again. 

And make her my young bride. 
And if again I cared to stray 

She 'd never leave my side. 

She raised her head, and cast her eyes — 

Her eyes of violet blue — 
Upon my face, and said, ' O love ! 

I know that you '11 be true.' 
Then the sound fell on my ear 

Of the steamship's warning bell, — 
I tore from her, and cried aloud, 
* Farewell, my love, farewell !' 

Three years have passed ; once more I stand 

Within my native glen ; 
Once more I see the cottage. 

With its cosy but and ben ; 
Once more I see the bumie 

Where I used to meet my Grace, — 
My heart is beating at the thought 

Of seeing her sweet face. 
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My parents, too, I long to see : 

I 'm sure they long for me, 
For they sent me loving letters 

When I was o'er the sea, 
To haste me back to Scotland's hills. 

And leave them nevermore ; 
And while I live I '11 never leave 

Auld Scotland's kindly shore. 



LONG, LONG AGO : A SONG. 



Do you remember, love, yon summer night, — 

Fair Luna shed her light on land and sea, 
Up in the wondrous welkin stars gleamed bright. 

And gentle zephyrs blew across the lea, — 
When side by side we wandered, you and I, 

With hearts that knew not earth's turmoil and woe, 
For love reigned o'er us, and our hopes were high, 

Yon summer night long, long ago, — 

Long, long ago. 

A radiance shone within your peerless eyes ; 

Your lips were full and redder than a rose 
When Sol, new risen in the eastern skies, 

Its freshness and its richest tints disclose ; 
And as I raised your head and kissed your lips, 

I felt the blood within me quicker flow ; 
I found a joy than nothing can eclipse 

Yon summer night long, long ago, — 

Long, long ago. 

Hand clasped in hand, heart speaking unto heart, 
We pledged ourselves, my darling, to be true, — 

We vowed that nought on earth but Death's cold dart 
Would come between and separate us two. 

The tints that once enriched your face have fled, 
The snows of sixty years lie on my brow. 
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But still unbroken are the vows we made 
Yon summer night long, long ago, — 

Long, long ago. 



FRAGMENT. 



Oh, for the days, the happy days of youth, 

When rosy health glowed on my rounded cheeks, 

And sparkled in my laughing hazel eyes ; 

When Hope's bright star before me ever shone. 

And all my heart beat with a joy divine. 

Oh, for the days when 'mid my native scenes 

I scampered with my merry little mates, 

With heart sis buoyant as the winds that blew 

From out the west adown the valleys fair. 

Oh, how we made the dome of heaven ring 

With merry laughter, as amongst the fields 

Of lovely green, or in the shady woods 

From morn till eve we played in ecstasy. 

And when grim Winter came with bitter blast, 

And robbed the woodlands of their verdant sheen 

And covered up the plains with virgin snow. 

And bound the lakes and streamlets in his chains ; 

Then did the rival schools with joy engage 

In many a stubborn fight amongst the snow ; 

Then o'er the slippery ice we roaring flew 

On skates of rude construction, falling oft. 

But with a laugh we rose again and shook 

The snow from off our clothes, and off we set 

At race-horse speed again. And when the shades 

Of night began to fall we hirpled home, 

A^ hungry as the birds that shiv'ring sat 

On every hedge and tree. With wholesome food 

Our stomachs were appeased, then round the fire 

We gathered, one and all, to hear the tales 

Of other times old Grannie had to tell. 
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THE YEAR THAT'S NOO AWA\ 



The year that 's noo awa', my frien's, 

Has tried us unco sair, 
Has parted us frae kith and kin', 

Perhaps to meet nae mair, 
An' filled our weary hearts wi' cares, - 

■J^ts joys ha'e been but sma', — 
Oh, mony will remember aye 

The year that 's noo awa' ! 



The year that 's noo awa' has seen 

Our commerce duller grow, 
Until throughout our Scottish land 

We 've heard the cries o' woe, — 
The cries o' faithers out o' wark, 

O' wives in misery, 
O' hungry baimies seekin' bread 

When there was nane to gi'e. 

God bless the noble souls wha 've gi'en 

The starvin' workers meat. 
An' clothed the bairnies' naked backs, 

An' shod their shoeless feet ! 
Oh, may the year that 's just come in 

Bring plenty work to a'. 
An' by-an'-bye we '11 win abune 

The year that 's noo awa'. 

Oh, what a joyful time 't would be 

Were we to hear the soond 
O' mighty wheels, lang motionless. 

As they ance mair gae roond ! 
We 'd fill the air wi' gratef u' praise 

To Him wha rules ower a', 
Wha cheered our weary hearts throughout 

The year that 's noo awa'. 
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GOD GUARD THE FISHERMEN. 



The moon in all her majesty 

Sits on her throne to-night, 
And o'er the ocean's heaving breast 

She casts her silvery light. 
A stiff breeze from the silent land 

Is blowing o'er the bar, 
Before it scud the fishing boats 

To the fishing grounds afar. 

list to the fishermen, as they 

Wi' voices loud and clear 
Shout out a tender goodbye to 

The wives they hold so dear. 
Who stand upon the sea-washed wall 

With hearts half gay, half sad. 
For well they know a storm may come,- 

Then, alas ! for man and lad. 

They know that they may never more 

The tender goodbye hear, 
Nor see again the faces of 

Their men and laddies dear. 
Oh, may Gkxl guard the fishermen 

While out upon the sea, 
And bring them home all safe and well 

To their wives and baimies wee. 




FAREWELL. 



Fabewell, farewell, majestic pile ! 

Proud relic of times passed away ; 
No more will I an hour beguile 

Within thy walls at gloaming grey. 
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No more 1 11 wander here alone, 

To ponder o'er the silent graves, 
For ere the sun ascends his throne 

1 11 be far o'er the dark blue waves. 

O west winds, leave your golden bowers, 

And waft one sigh to Seaton Den, 
For I have spent enraptured hours 

Within its shade with Mary Glen. 
Sweet Mary Glen, dear child of grace ! 

My heart's first joy, my only love ! 
No more on earth I '11 see thy face. 

For thou hast joined the blest above. 

Now I 'm alone, — no one have I 

To grasp me kindly by the hand ; 
Thou wert the last, the dearest tie 

That bound me to my native land. 
And now I go to find a home 

'Mongst strangers in the far. Far West, 
But oh ! where'er my footsteps roam 

Thy image ne'er shall leave my breast. 



TWA CRONIES.* 



Upon the hill, ayont the glen, 
Stands a wee house wi' a but-an'-ben, 
Kept by a chield ca'd Brewer Tam ; — 
Here twa cronies met wha liked a dram. 

Noo Tam, he was a brewer great. 
His ale wad turn the strongest pate, 
An' mak' them reel, spin, an' caper 
Like a trout ami' the water. 

* 1878. 
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When thir twa cronies gae up tae Tarn, 
They dinna spare his precious dram ; 
But on this occasion 't was to be scanty — 
Just as muckle 's mak' them canty. 

So, after they 're in an' snugly seated, 
An' ane anither kindly greeted, 
Their auld clay pipes they quickly licht, 
An' enjoy a crack on workman's richt. 

Then pint by pint was brocht an' drucken, 
An' never seemed their thirst to slocken, 
Till sicht an' speech began to tell 
'T was time for them to stop the ale. 

So, aince mair their auld clay pipes they licht, 
An' frae their mou's the ale they dicht ; 
Then arm in arm, hameward they go, 
Fearin' neither friend nor foe. 

'Twixt 'bacca reek and ale thegither. 
It taen them hard to brave the weather ; 
For rain in torrents began to fall. 
And wind blew wild without deval. 

A' went quietly for awhile, 
Till they had gaen near half-a-mile, 
When suddenly they gave a lurch. 
An' owre baith tumbled in a ditch, 

An' there lay groanin' lood an' lang ; 
Through wood an' glen their voices rang, 
But help, alas ! nane was at han'. 
For sic a nicht wad fear'd ony man. 

They roared their voices weak an' hoarse, 
Till they saw 't was makin' matters worse 
To lie an' cry in sic a state. 
So they thocht they 'd try an' ease their fate. 

Oot o' their watery bed they rose, 
An' rung the water frae their clothes ; 
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Then wandered hame wi' mair precaution, 
Greatly sobered by their washin'. 

When they 'd reached their respective hames. 
An' tidied up by their worthy dames, 
They swore nae mair to tak' a dram, 
An' bade farewell to Brewer Tam. 



SONG. 
Air — * Eveleen's Bower.' 

Oh, there 's nane so bricht an' fair. 

Nor wi' sic a queenly air. 
As the lass wha trysts wi' me beneath the boughs, green boughs, 

Wi' a glamour in her e'e. 

An' a witchin' melody 
Comin' frae her nectared lips, so like a rose, red rose. 

Oh, when first I saw her face. 

An' her form so fu' o' grace, 
A' my senses were enamoured, an' my heart, my heart, 

Was so fu' o' holy bliss 

That I stole a balmy kiss, 
When beside her home she said that we maun part, maun part. 

Oh, the next time that we met. 

To her e'e o' darkest jet 
Came a tear, an' trickled doon her cheek so fine, so fine ; 

But I clasped her to my breast, 

An' my love for her confest. 
An' we 've f aithfu', happy lovers been sin' syne, sin' syne. 

I maun stay nae langer here. 

For the time is drawin' near 
When T meet my bonnie lassie 'neath the boughs, green boughs, 

Wi' a glamour in her e'e. 

An' a witchin' melody 
Comin' frae her nectared lips so like a rose, red rose. 



as POEM 8 AND BONOS 



KATE AND I. 



Kate and I were lad and lass 

In the bygone days ; 
Bat a something came to pass, 

And our after ways 

Have been far apart. 

Kate, the winsome, Kate, the 
Trod the paths of joy : 

Bat I o'er l^e hills of care, 
Thoagh a beardless boy, 

Toiled with broken heart. 

Kate is now a blooming wife, 
Baimies, two or three. 

Fill the moments of her life 
With an ecstasy 

That is hsJf divine. 

But I wander, day by day, 

Weary and alone. 
Caring not for revels gay, 

For all joy is gone 

From this life of mine. 



:^ 



BONNIE MAGGIE LEE. 



Oh, meet me, bonnie Maggie Lee, 

When Luna gleams in night's dark dome, 

And by the margin of the sea. 

Hand clasped in hand, well slowly roam. 
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And oh ! what rapture will be mine 
When bright within those eyes of thine 
I see the Ught of love divine, 
Mj bonnie Maggie Lee. 

I '11 kiss awa' the nectar sweet 

That lies upon your bonnie mou', 
So like a ruby rose when weet 

Wi' momin's sparklin', pearly dew. 
I'll whisper words into thine ear 
So sweet, that if the angels hear 
They '11 leave, for earth, their heavenly sphere, 
My bonnie Maggie Lee. 

Our oft-pledged vows of endless love 

We 11 pledge, my darling, o'er again, 
And in the spotless books above 

They '11 be engrossed wi' golden pen. 
So meet me when the sea is bright 
Wi' silvery beams of brilliant light. 
Shed by the peerless queen of night, 
My bonnie Maggie Lee. 



MY HECKLER LADDIE O. 



Oh, once I was as blithe an' free 
As ony lassie weel could be. 
An' a' because there cam' to me 

A bonnie heckler laddie O, 
Wha praised my een, my lips an' a', 
An' said 'tween Keptie an' the Law 
He didna ken a lass sae braw. 

An' weel I loved the laddie O. 

I used to sing frae dawn o' day 
Till ower the sea cam' gloamin' grey, 
An' then to yonder flowery brae 

I gaed to meet my laddie O. 
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But noo I sigh frae morn till e'en, 
An' aften greet by a' unseen, 
For basely jilted I ha'e been, 

An' by my heckler laddie O. 

When first he walked with Mary Frew, 
Frae lip to lip the story flew, 
But still I couldna think it true 

Aboot my heckler laddie O. 
But a' my hopes were blasted soon. 
For ae nicht corain' through the toon 
I met him, but he turned roon'. 

The false young heckler laddie O. 

Oh, when I saw him turn awa', 
I grew as white as virgin snaw. 
An' thocht my heart wad brak' in twa, 

A' thro' my heckler laddie O. 
Oh, ilka lassie, fancy free, 
Tak' this advice, I pray, frae me — 
Think twice before your heart ye gi'e 

To ony heckler laddie O. 




O BONNY BABY MINE. 



It grieves me unco sair, 
O bonnie baby mine. 

To think that I nae mair 
May see those eyes o' thine ; 

Nor tak' ye on my knee. 
An' dance ye up an' doon, 

Until ye goo wi' glee, — 
O merry little loon. 

But Fate may yet reca' 

The sentence she has pass'd. 
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An' bring ye back your da 
Ere mony days gae past. 

When comes the meetin' hour, 

My ain we lammie loo, 
Oh, kisses sweet 111 sho'er 

Upon your rosy mou'. 

Till then, O baby mine, 

May angels hover near, 
An' fill wi' joys divine 

The springtime o' thy year. 



THE PRIDE O' STRATHTAY. 



When Phoebus sinks doon in the bricht glowing west, 

An' ilka wee sangster is hushed in its nest, 

Wi' heart fu' o' rapture I wander away 

To meet bonnie Mary, the pride o' Strathtay. 

My Mary has een like the blue o' the sky, 
An' brichter they shine than the starnies on high ; 
Her head is adorned wi' lang gowden hair, 
That fa's upon shoulders so lovely and rare. 

The roses bloom fair on the cot where she dwells, 
But the bloom o' her cheeks the fairest excels ; 
Rogue Cupid ne'er tastit twa lips half so sweet, 
Nor delved in a chin a wee dimple so neat. 

Her smile 's like Aurora's when first she appears 
Wi' bricht rosy lips to sip up the night's tears ; 
Her breath is as saft as the zephyrs that blaw 
'Mang the roses that bloom in her garden so braw. 

Her voice is so sweet, that whenever she sings 
The thrush stops its piping, and speedily wings 
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To the sweet, favoured spot where^ trilling fu' gay, 
lies leal-hearted Mary, the pride o' Strathtay. 

Tho' Mary is poor, she is dearer to me 
Than a' the fair damsels o' high pedigree ; 
While life stirs my bosom I'll aye bless the day 
That brocht me my Mary, the pride o' Strathtay. 




EPISTLE TO THE LASSES OF ARBROATH. 



O LASSES — lasses blithe an' fair, 
To leave you grieved me unco sair , 

I said farewell 
Wi' heavin' heart, an' warring sighs 
My bosom swelled, and from mine eyes 

Hot tear-drops fell. 

Fain would I in your midst ha'e stayed. 
But Fate, the fickle-hearted maid, 

Called me away 
To toil within this busy toon 
Whose stalks an' gracefu' spires look doon 

Upon the Tay. 

O lasses wi' the hearts so true, 
Although I'm parted f rae you noo, 

Frae time to time. 
Your winsome looks, your winning ways, 
An' virtues a' I '11 loudly praise 

In glowing rhyme. 

An' hearken ! I, some bonnie day 
May quietly wander doon your way 

To seek a wife, 
Wha '11 keep my housie neat an' cleau, 
An' be to me a very queen 

To the end o' life. 
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Noo, in conclusion, I would pray 
That God may bless you day by day 

Wi' peace an' love ; 
An' when your hinmaist breath you draw, 
Oh, may He tak' you, ane an' a'. 

To dwell above. 



JOHN MaNTOSH : A LAMENT. 



Lament, ye poets, far and near, 

For him who 's left this earthly sphere 

For that bright land, 
Where weary hearts for ever find 
Sweet rest from pain and peace of mind- 

A guiding hand. 

His was no lowly, worthless lyre, 
But one touched with celestial fire ; 

Each little lay 
That left his lips was pure and sweet, — 
They made the tender-hearted * greet,' 

The weary gay. 

His life, though short, was one of woe, 
Of weary wanderings to and fro 

From land to land. 
But travail o'er and sorrow past. 
He 's reached in perfect joy at last 

The heavenly strand. 

Oh ! sorrow often is the source 
Of poet's song ; with mighty force 

It strikes his heart. 
Awakening poesy divine, 
Whose cheering fires upon it shine 

Till life depart. 
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TO DAVID BRUCE, 

ON HIS LEAVING ARBBOATH TO PLAT AS A PBOFBSSIONAL CRICKETEB. 

Fabeweel Davie, dainty Davie, 

Hero o' the bat an' ba' ; 
Tour new honour mak's us vauntie, 

But we mourn you 're gaen awa. 

Soon on ither fields you 11 be, man, 
Guardin' ither ' stumps' than oors, 

Makin' a' the batsmen nervous 

When they see your windrous po'ers. 

By an' by you '11 be appeaiin' 

On the Common as our foe, 
Stumpin' a' your auld companions 

When you catch them slack or slow. 

Still wi' you gae our best wishes, 

An', when cricketin' is thro'. 
Back again to auld St Tammas 

Joyfully we '11 welcome you. 




WHARE HA'E YE BEEN? 



Whaee ha'e ye been, 
My bonnie queen ? 

Whare ha'e ye been a-roamin' ? 
Ye left at noon. 
An' now the moon 

Is shining in the gloamin'. 
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I met a chiel 

Wha lo'es me weel, 
An' wi' him went a-roamin', 

Tae Nannie's Well, 

Doon i' the dell, 
An' there we lay till gloamin'. 

O lassie fair ! 

Tak' care, tak' care, 
When ye gae oot a-roamin' 

Wi' gallants gay, 

Wha sweet words say. 
An' keep ye oot till gloamin'. 

My lover 's kind, 

An' pure his mind, 
When wi' me he gaes roamin', 

The words o' bliss, 

The stolen kiss. 
Are sweetest in the gloamin'. 



WHEN WILLIE GRAHAME COMES OWER 

THE SEA. 

Air — * Mary Morrison.' 

MITHER, dinna speir at me 

Gin I will marry Squire Munro ; 
You surely wadna like to see 
Me wed to ane I canna lo'e. 

1 ken he has a lordly ha', 

Weel filled wi' a 'thing rich and rare ; 
But what 's a hame tho' big and braw, 
Gin mutual love be wantin' there ? 

E'er since we lost my father dear, 
Wi' trouble we 've been aft beset ; 

But tho* the struggle 's been severe. 
We 've aye got wachled thro' as yet. 
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And so I 'm sure we wiU again, 
For something cam' to me yestreen 

That eased my sad heart o' ite pain, 
And dried the tears that filled my een. 

It was a note frae Willie Grahame, 

Wha won me e'er he sailed away ; 
And in 't he says he 's comin' hame 

To marry me gin Hogmanay. 
He also bids me tak' a hoose, 

To haud you in as well as me ; 
So, mither, we will baith be croose 

When Willie Grahame comes ower the sea. 

And noo nae mair ye '11 need to speir 

Gin I will marry Squire Munro, 
For soon the laddie wUl be here 

Whase manly form I dearly lo'e. 
Our hoose may not be big and braw, 

Nor filled wi' a 'thing rich and rare ; 
But love, the dearest thing ava. 

Will never be a stranger there. 



k 



TO A ROBIN.* 



Welcome, little robin, 

With the scarlet breast ; 
From the leafless woods, robin, 

To your winter nest. 
Sad must be the change, robin, 

From your woodland home ; 
To the winter blast, robin. 

Starving you must come. 

* The first verses I ever wrote. 
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Kindly you 11 be treated, robin, 

By tibe children dear, 
If you only come, robin, 

To the window near. 
I love to hear you sing, robin ; 

It fills me with delight 
To hear your little voice, robin, 

So cheerful and so bright. 

Summer, it will come, robin. 

When the woods look green, 
Then you '11 fly away, robin, 

No longer to be seen. 
Until another year, robin. 

Adieu ! a fond adieu ! 
And when you come again, robin. 

We all shall welcome you. 



I WANT A WIFE. 



I WANT a wife, I want a wife. 

Ay, and a wife 1 11 ha'e, 
Tho' I should ha'e tae wander tae 

The Mormon countrie. 
I 'm twenty-twa — ^that 's lang enough 

Tae lead a single life. 
Therefore I start this very day 

To seek oot for a wife. 

I want a wife, I want a wife, 

Wha 's bonnie, young, and braw, 
For I cudna think on bidin' wi' 

An ugly wife at a*. 
I want her tae ha'e sparkling een 

The colour o' the sky, 
I want her tae ha'e bonnie cheeks 

That wad wi' roses vie. 
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I want a wife, I want a wife, 

Wha 'b honest, kind, and true, 
And wi' a sweetly-temper'd mind 

I cudna bear a shrew. 
For peace and love is all I want 

Tae be wi' me through life. 
And peace and love can never be 

Whaur dwells a shrewish wife. 



WHAT THE POETS STNG OF. 



They sing of bright-eyed hope and love. 
Of birds that sing in wood and grove. 
Of flowers that bloom in summer time. 
Of mountains clad wi' heath and thyme, 
Of all the wondrous shapes and dyes 
Of morning and of evening skies, 
Of wars on land and storms at sea, 
Of children romping in their glee, 
Of peace divine and fireside joys, 
Of hearts once sad that now rejoice. 
Of hoary age with wrinkled brow. 
Of all things good on earth below. 
And all things blest in heaven. 



A LADDIE'S LAMENT FOR HIS LASS. 



Dark and dreary winter 's deid, 
And flowers grow on her grave ; 

Against the sunlit azure sky 
The trees their green taps wave. 
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The wee birds sing their melodies 

Frae ilka leafy shaw ; 
But joy they dinna bring to me, 

For Jeannie 's gane awa'. 

In days gane by we used to roam 

Together a' the day, 
An' pluck the bonnie flowers that grow 

On ilka sunny brae ; 
An' when the sun sank ower the hills, 

An' gloamin' shadow'd a', 
Wi' happy hearts we wandered hame ; 

But Jeannie's noo awa'. 

She 's gane awa' to that bricht land 

Beyond the sunny sky. 
An' ilka nicht I watch a star 

That marks her place on high. 
I sit for hours an' watch it, till 

My een an' heart are sair. 
An' oh ! I lang to be beside 

Her in her hame sae fair ! 



SONG: O SWEETHEART! 



O SWEETHEART ! let me kiss 

Your lips before I go ; 
Grant me one moment's bliss 

To cheer my after woe. 
For love, we part to-night 

Perhaps to meet no more, 
Until our hands unite 

On Eden's golden shore. 

So perfect was the past. 
So pure our love and joy : 

Too pure, you say, to last 
Untainted with alloy. 
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Yes, dark clouds oft appear, 
And shade the fairest sky, 

And sorrow brings a tear 
To dim the brightest eye. 

Oh, in the after years. 

Love, will you think of me, 
And of these bitter tears 

I shed to-night for thee ? 
Say, will you wander here 

When evening's shadows fall 
And drop a silent tear 

As you my words recall ? 

Oh, will you with regret 

Think of my love so true. 
Or will you soon forget 

That e'er its power you knew ? 
You answer not ; ah, well ! 

With this sweet kiss I go 
To lands where strangers dwell, 

Where none mv sorrow know. 



YESTREEN. 



Yestreen I left the noisy town 

To wander by mysel' 
Alang tlie silent windin' way 

That leads to Marywell. 
The gowden beams o' parti .' day 

Shone bricht on ilka thing ; 
The lark, descending to its nest, 

Made a' the welkin ring. 

The air was laden wi' the smell 
O' clover fields and flowers 

That lately had been freshened by 
The fall o' gentle showers. 
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The loYeliness o' ilka thing 

That blossomed a' aroon' 
My boBom filled wi' ecstasy, 

Unkent within the toon. 

Bat oh ! it wasna fields nor flowers, 

Nor was it Phoebus' sel', 
That made me wander oot yestreen 

To bonnie Marywell. 
Ah, no ! it was twa sparklin' een, 

Twa cheeks like roses fine, 
Twa lovely lips I wished to kiss, 

A heart to beat wi' mine. 



TAM BROON, THE MILLER* 



Tam Broon, the miller, used to swear 

By a' thing 'neath the sky, 
That Love wad never conquer him, 

Tho' aften he micht try. 
An' Cupid vowed to prove to him 

That he was lord ower a'. 
But Tam remained as arrow-proof 

As ony whinstane wa'. 

Chorus, 
For aye he drank the ither drap. 

An' danced an' sang wi' glee O. 
An' said he never preed a mou' 

So sweet as barley bree O. 

Poor Love brocht maidens frae the sooth, 
W faces heavenly fair, 

* Inserted here by kind permission of the proprietors of the 
'Scottish Nights,' in which paper it appeared. 
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An' rosy lasses f rae the north, 

Wi' heather in their hair. 
An' Tarn, to please, the silly boy, 

Wad kiss them a' f u' croose ; 
An' then to rouse him, rin awa' 

To Rabble's publio-hoose. 

Chorus. 
An' there he drank the ither drap, 

An' danced an' sang wi' glee O, 
An' said that a' their lips were sour 

Compared wi' barley-bree O. 

Ae day, when driven mad wi' rage, 

Poor Cupid tore his hair, 
An' wandered to a shallow stream 

To droon his anger there. 
But when aboot to tak' the leap, 

A lass wi' lichtsome ee 
Cam' trippin' by, an' speired at him 

What made him seek to dee. 

Chorus, 
An' oh ! he cried that miller chiel, 

Wha drinks frae morn till night O, 
An' swears that he never will be 

In silly Cupid's micht O. 

The lassie, wi' a sweet laugh, said, 

* Come wi' me to the mill, 
An' 'tween us twa we'll maybe beat 

This hero o' the gill.' 
So aff they set, an' fand bauld Tarn 

Wi' sweat upon his broo, 
An' when the lassie's face he saw 

His heart cam' to his mou'. 

Chorum. 
An' when at Rabble's hoose that nicht 

He drank the barley-bree O, 
He said he 'd seen a lass that day 

Whase lips he dauma pree O. 
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Love noo rejoices : Tam is won, 

An' at the leddie's feet 
He aften sits, an' lauchin', says, 

He 's glad o' his defeat. 
Nae mair he gaes to Rabbie's den 

To pass the time awa'. 
But sits at hame in joy beside 

His wife an' baimies twa. 

An' when he 's asked by ony ane 

Jock Barleycorn to pree O, 
He says, * I 've something better noo 

Than ony barley-bree O ! ' 



MARY LEE. 



Mary Lee o' Logan Ha' 
Js the flower o' maidens a' ; 
Pure is she as virgin snaw. 
Or lily white. " 

Bed her lips are as a rose 
When the sun its leaves unclose. 
An' her eyes are black as sloes 
An' fu' o' licht. 

You can see her ilka day 
Wand'rin' by the bonnie Tay, 
Cullin' flowers frae ilka brae 
In child-like glee. 

Life as yet has brocht nae care 
To this maiden young and fair ; 
Heart as light as summer air 
Has Mary Lee. 
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'Fne her sweet lips ever flow 
Songs so sweet and clear, they go 
To ail hearts, an' ower them throw 
A witching spell. 

like a sunbeam lingers she 
In the homes where poverty, 
Pain, and sad -eyed misery 
Together dwell. 

Woers mony, busket braw. 
Climb the hill to Logan Ha', 
Thin kin' they may bear awa' 
TIds bo^e flower. 

But her heart 's no hers to gi'e. 
For langsyne 'twas gi'en to me. 
An my bonnie bride she'll be 
When winter 's ower. 



TWA EEN O' BONNIE BLUE. 



The sun shone bricht ae summer day. 

As on the waters o' the Tay 

I launched my boat an' sailed away 

Towards the Fifan shore O. 
But oh ! that day I '11 ever rue, 
For twa bricht een o' bonnie blue 
Looked into mine an' thrilled me thro'. 

An' caused me muckle sorrow. 

The owner o' the bonnie een, 
Tho' but a simple country quean. 
Perfection was, an' ower the green 

She tripped just like a fairy. 
Bricht curls hung roond her broo so fair, 
To guard it frae the sun's hot glare ; 
Her lips were o' a beauty rare. 

An' temptin' as a cherry. 
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But 'twas her een — ^the sparklin' licht 
That made them gleam like stars at nicht, 
That left my poor heart in a plicht, 

An' killed my joy for ever. 
Aye when I think upon that day, 
I wish I ne'er had crossed the Tay, 
Or that my boat had sunk half-way, 

An' left me in the river. 



TO A POET. 



O PoBT, leave, before it be too late, 

The dizzy heights of Fame, where smiling sit 
The * Nine.' Come down and exercise your wit 

In bettering your fellows' lowly state. 

Take off your singing robes and don the * gray,' 
And bare your arms to labour here below ; 
The sweat that sparkles on the toiler's brow 

Is grander than a crown of laurel spray. 

Our earth-born dames are better than the things 
You rave about as being half divine ; 
Our woods and fields are fair, our rivers shine 

With God's own light, therefore take off your wings. 

We 're quite contented with the melody 
The feathered warblers pour upon the ear. 
And if sublimer sounds we wish to hear. 

We '11 listen to the thund'ring of the sea. 

Then, Poet, leave before it be too late 

The dizzy heights your shaking limbs would scale ; 

Come down to us who labour in the vale 
Of sweet content, or sad will be your fate. 
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MARY : A SONG. 



The sun is shining bright to-day, 
Nae cloudlets fleck the blue, Mary, 

An' simmer spreads on bank an' brae 
Her flowers o' ev'ry hue, Mary. 

The waving trees their shadows throw 
Across me where I lie, Mary ; 

And in the bonnie den below 
A bumie wimples by, Mary. 

The Untie sings its sang fu' sweet. 
The laverock warbles clear, Mary ; 

An' oh ! my joy wad be complete 
If thou wert only here, Mary. 



JESUS IS NEAR. 



Long I wandered o'er life's road 

Sad and forlorn. 
Burdened with a heavy load. 

Hopefully borne. 

Ah ! but now sweet hope lies dead 

Within my breast, 
And I fain would lay my head 

Somewhere to rest. 

Ay, but where ? No place I see 

Bonnie with flowers ; 
Cold and bare is every lea, 

Leafless the bowers. 
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Darkness gatlieriug around 

Fills me with fear ; 
On mine ear no soothing sound 

Falls sweet and clear. 

Lightless, and without a friend 

To hear my call, 

And lead me to my journey's end : 

I faint, I fall. 

« « ♦ ♦ 

Rise, O rise, despairing soul, 

Jesus is near ; 
He will guide thee to the goal 

Safe, never fear. 



WHASE HEART IS A' MY AIN. 



When ower the Castle's hoary wa's 

The sun sinks doon to rest, 
An' ilka little bird is hushed 

And snug within its nest, 
Wi' lichtsome heart I speed awa' 

To Kelly's lovely den. 
Where waits for me the bonnie Itiss 

Whase heart is a' my ain. 

Some strive to climb the mount o' fame 

An' woo the Muses nine. 
An some boo doon to Science fair 

An' worship at her shrine ; 
But I 'm content to steal awa' 

To Kelly's lovely den. 
An' lie doon at the feet o' her 

Whase heart is a' my ain. 

To mak' themselves a name some seek 
The gory fields o' war, 
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An' some to find oot lands unknown 

Sail ower the ocean far ; 
But I 'm content to live in peace 

Wi' her wha is my ain ; 
I carena tho' I ken nae place 

But Kelly's lovely den. 

Some live like kings, in mansions grand, 

An' dress in claes sae braw, 
An' ride aboot in carriages, 

Wi' servants at their ca' ; 
Content I '11 be, within a cot 

Wi' cosy but an' ben, 
To live thro' life wi' bonnie Jean, 

Whase heart is a' my ain. 



ABSENT. 



When lone I ramble through the woods 

That are to me so dear, 
My mem'ry wanders, and I think. 

My Willie, you are near. 
I think I hear your clear, deep voice 

Speak out your love for me. 
In words that fill my list'ning heart 

With silent ecstasy. 

I think I feel your manly arm 

Steal round my ready waist, 
And gently draw my beating heart 

Unto your big broad breast ; 
And with your bright soul-beaming eyes 

Fixed fondly upon mine. 
You kiss my lips, and say, * O love ! 

For ever I am thine.' 

But ah ! these dear delusions fly. 
And leave me naught but pain. 
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And sighing tiU my heart is sore, 

I wander home again. 
But willingly I bear the pain 

Your absence gives to me, 
For I live in the fond belief 

That you will constant be. 



LOUD BLAWS THE WIN'. 

A ir — * Mary Morrison. ' 

Loud blaws the win' ower yonder hills, 

An' dreary darkness hings a' roond ; 
The naked trees, the near-hand rills, 

Between them mak' an eerie soond. 
But what care I for roarin' win' 

Or plaintive rill or moanin' tree, 
For soon, I trow, I '11 be within 

The cot whaur dwells sweet Mary Lee. 

My Mary is the bonniest lass 

That ever trod on Gowrie land ; 
Her spotless charms by far surpass 

The charms o' ladies rich an' grand. 
Her eyes are dark, an' shaded by 

The loveliest lashes ever seen ; 
Her broo 's so fair, that on 't might lie 

The gem-decked croon o' ony queen. 

Oh, weel I mind upon the time 

When first I met sweet Mary Lee ; 
The flowerets fair were in their prime, 

An' birds sang sweet on ilka tree. 
She stood within yon woodland shade, 

A red, red rose set in her hair, 
A glamour in her e'e that made 

My heart beat wi' a rapture rare. 



r 
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That glamour still lichts up her een, 

An' thiills me wi' a joy divine ; 
For a' the wealth o' England's queen 

I wadna gi'e this love o' mine. 
For oh, withoot her life wad be 

A life o' endless weary care ; 
But soon the time will come when she 

Will bide wi' me for evermair. 



BONNIE JEAN. 



Yestreen the moon was shining bright, 

Upon the lordly Tay, 
As ower the muir to bonnie Jean 

I briskly took my way ; 
My heart was glad, for weel I kent 

That she lo'ed nane but me, 
And oh, I longed to see the licht 

That shines in her bright e'e. 

I longed to kiss her rosy lips. 

An' strake her raven hair, 
I longed to clasp her to my heart : 

Oh, bliss beyond compare ! 
The little cot I quickly reached. 

An' whistled as of yore. 
An' soon my Jeannie's bonnie face 

Was smiHng at the door. 

I asked her to the siller well 

That Stan's doon in the grove. 
She smil'd consent, an' aff we set 

Rejoicing in our love ; 
An' ere we left the siller well, 

I asked her to be mine ; 
In accents low her answer came : 

* Yes, Jamie, I '11 be thine.' 
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A MARRTT WIFE TO-DAY. 



Come a' ye maids ayont twa score 

An' sing wi' me, I pray, 
For ye maun ken I 'm gaun to be 

A marrit wife to-day. 
Jock Wabster ca'd on me last week, 

An' socht me for his wife, 
An' gladly I ga'e my consent 

To live wi' him thro' life. 

Spoken. — Yes, I 'm to be married to-day ; but I 've waited 
long for such a joyous consummation — for twenty long years. 
In fact I was beginning to think that a man wasna to come 
my road at a', but you see Providence an' Jock Wabster ha'e 
been kind, so I can sing : 

Chorus. 
Come a' ye maids ayont twa score 

An' sing wi' me, I pray, 
For ye maun ken I 'm gaun to be 

A marrit wife to-day. 

* Jock 's auld,' ye say, but what o' that. 

He has baith gowd an' land. 
So I will be a lady great 

Wi' servants to command. 
He 's teethless, an' his heid 's as bare 

As ony cheena plate. 
But fegs, I '11 rather marry Jock 

Than live in single state. 

Spoken. — Yes, rather than live in a garret a' my days wi' 
a tam cat for a companion, I would ha'e marrit Jock, auld 
an' bauld tho' he is, aye tho' he had been as puir as the 
proverbial kirk mouse. 

Chorus — Come a' ye maids, <fec. 
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Noo a' you spinsters sitting here, 

Just tak' the first that comes, 
Altho' his heid is scant o' hair, 

An' teethless are his gums ; 
But if you can, get ane that has 

A hunner pounds or twa, — 
For gowd, like paint, or putty, mak's 

An' ugly thing look braw. 

Spoken. — An' then you '11 be able to sing like me : 
Chorus — Come a' ye maids, &c. 



OH, DEAR TO ME. 



Oh, dear to me is everything 

Beneath the azure sky ; 
There 's not a thing but fills me with 

A rapture pure and high. 
I love the grass and flowerets fair 

That wave around my feet ; 
I love the birds that fill the air 

With music clear and sweet. 

I love the sheep that sportive play 

Upon the green hillside, 
The cattle which the farmer eyes 

With pardonable pride. 
I love the woods where ever reigns 

The soothing spirit, Peace, 
Who lays her hand upon my brow, 

And all its throbbings cease. 

I love the hills, the silent lakes. 

The rivers, bounding free 
Through rocky glens and meadows sweet, 

Until they reach the sea. 



FROM THE HACKLE-SHOP. 8: 

I love the son when earth and sea 

Are brilliant with its light ; 
I love the golden stars that deck 

Th^ sable brow of night. 

I would not tread upon the worm 

That crawls into my way ; 
My love towards my fellow-men 

Grows stronger every day ; 
And oh, I love the Power Supreme 

That makes each thing so fair, — 
That gives me life and buoys me up 

Above the world's care. 



A MORNING SONG. 



O LOVE, the siller beams o' dawn 

Are glintin' on the lea, 
An' birds pipe sweetly to their mates 

On ilka bush an' tree. 

The lark has left its lowly nest. 
And through the silvery haze 

It wings its way to heaven's gate, 
To sing its song of praise. 

The bumie, like a merry child. 

Bounds gaily on its way 
To mingle wi' the pearly waves 

That sparkle in the bay. 

So rise, my dear, an' come wi' me 

To Seaton's fairy shaw. 
An' there, in love's sweet ecstasy. 

We '11 spend an hour or twa. 
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ELLIOT BURN. 



O BONNIE bum, you mind me o' 

The days when I was young, 
When gloomy care was strange to me. 

An' sorrow still unsung ; 
The days when on thy sunny banks 

I played the lee-lang day 
Wi' blithesome laddies wha langsyne 

Ha'e wandered far away, 

The hours that we were wont to sit. 

When gloamin' shadowed a', 
Aneath yon spreading elm tree 

Aside the castle wa'. 
An' hearkened to the thrillin' tales 

By aulder laddies told, 
'Boot witches, ghosts, and highwaymen, 

Wha robbed fouk o' their gold. 

We listened to sic stories till 

In fancy we were lost. 
An' thocht ilk tree a robber bold. 

An' you somebody's ghost ; 
An' ilka whistle o' the wind 

We thocht a witch's cry. 
As stride-legs ower her broomstick, she 

Careered across the sky. 

The days when by thy side I strayed 

Wi' bonnie Mary Bell, 
An' whispered words into her ear 

That made her bosom swell ; 
Sae sweet they were an' true, fair stream. 

They made you sing wi' glee. 
An' ilka little birdie pipe 

A love-sick melody. 
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But ah ! thae days ha'e gane langsyne, 

An' gane their licht an' joy ; 
But I ha'e happy moments yet 

That time can ne'er destroy j 
Moments like thae, when mem'ry tak's 

Me back to ither years, 
Or when, by faith, I see a hame 

Beyond this vale o' tears. 

But I maun stop my musin' noo. 

For ower yon flowery lea 
The shadows creep, an' in that pool 

A gowden star I see ; 
An' ilka bird is silent noo. 

An' snug within its nest. 
An' peace, sweet peace, wi' pleadin' eyes. 

Bids me gae hame to rest. 



O DYING YEAR ! 



O TEAR, thy life is near a close — 
A life o'erburdened with its woes ; 
Glad thou wilt be of death's repose, 
O dying year ! 

Thy weary heart, beset with fear, 
Sends to thine eye an icy tear 
For thy young son, who '11 soon appear 
To wear thy crown — 

A crown that brought, Old Year, to thee 
A load of care and misery ; 
But soon thy soul will be set free 
From all its woe. 

Soon death will end thy sorrowing, 
Soon o'er thy grave the bells will ring, 
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And millions soon be welcoming 
Thy new-bom son. 

Oh, may the star of plenty shine 
Upon his youth, and its decline 
Be cheered with joys unknown to thine, 
O dying year. 



% 



A SEASCAPE : SUNSET. 



The King of Day in glory rides 

Adown the golden west, 
And gay-robed clouds, like courtiers, 

Escort him to his rest. 

White sea-gulls wing athwart the sky, 

Or hover in the air, 
Like thoughts within a poet's mind 

When viewing visions fair. 

Across the ocean's gold-green breast 

A boat with russet sail 
Scuds like a thing of ecstasy 

Before the gentle gale. 

Bright sunlit waves each other chase. 

Like children at their play. 
And break with low, sweet murmuring sound 

Upon the golden bay. 

Oh, lovely scene ! so full of peace, 

Fain would I linger here 
In thy sweet influence until 

The shades of night appear ; 

But duty calls me to the roar 
Of yonder dinsome town. 
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Where sunset glories seldom pierce 
The denseness of its crown. 

But, lovely scene, thy every tint 

Is fixed upon my mind. 
And in their contemplation I 

Shall ever solace find. 



O LARK. * 



LARK, had I a voice like thine, 
I 'd lat my fellows ken 

How rare a treasure bides within 
The cot in yonder glen. 

1 'd tell them o' a lass more fair 

Than morning's rosy light. 
Bewitching as the gladsome spring 
Arrayed in vestment bright. 

I 'd tell them o' her raven hair. 

Until they'd long to be 
The roses that she decks it with 

Whene'er she trysts wi' me. 
I 'd tell them o' her bonnie een — 

They thrill me through an' through ; 
An' oh, I 'd mak' them long to pree 

The sweetness o' her mou' ! 

I 'd tell them o' the sunny smiles 

That ever light her face, 
An' in their dreams I 'd mak' them see 

Her form replete wi' grace. 
But here she comes — hark to her voice, 

How exquisite, divine ! 
O lark, you surely wadna try 

To match its tones wi' thine ! 

* Inserted here by kind permission of the proprietors of the 
' Scottish Nights,' in which paper it appeared. 
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TO N. NIHIL NAETHING. 



Fain would I sing a sang, dear friend, 

A sang of thanks to thee, 
For many a time your pen has been 

A source of joy to me. 
Your stories of the bygone days 

Awaken memories dear 
That oft inspire my simple rhymes, 

An' bring the hallowed tear. 

Your pictures of the wood an' wild 

Act on me like a spell. 
An' joys that only Nature yields 

Within my bosom swell. 
In fancy oft wi' you I walk 

The shady woodland ways. 
An' hear the song-birds overhead 

Sing out their merry lays. 

By mony a wimplin' bumie's side 

Wi' you I roam wi' glee, 
An' cull the sweets of summer time 

That grow on ilka lea. 
Wi' you I chase the butterflies 

Ower many a sunny mead. 
An' watch the kestral sail the sky, 

A lonely thing of dread. 

You tak' me whaur the sea birds scream 

In answer to the roar 
Of wind-tossed waves that wildly break 

Upon the rocky shore. 
An' many a story do you tell 

'Boot Nature an' her laws 
Which shows the wondrous workings of 

The great primeval cause. 
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Lang may you live to cheer the heart 

An' open to the mind 
The many ways that God has made 

To elevate our kind ; 
An' when the golden sun of life, 

Dear friend, is sinkin' low. 
May you be blessed wi' a' the joys 

That Nature can bestow ! 



I DINNA LIKE THIS SUNNY LAND. 



I DINNA like this sunny land 

Wi' a' its beauties rare, 
Its palaces (the pride o' art). 

Its hills and valleys fair ; 
The lassies, tho' they 're beautiful, 

A' fail to charm me, 
For oh ! my heart is far awa' 

Across the azure sea. 

The language that the people speak 

I canna understand ; 
I 'd rather hear the simple tongue 

O' my dear fatherland. 
Than this prood ha' I 'd rather ha'e 

My hame amang the hills 
Whaur softly falls upon the ear 

The music o' the lills. 

Oh, could I feel the heather bend 

Beneath my feet once more. 
An' feel its sweet-refreshing breath 

Blaw roond me as of yore ! 
Could I but see the purple hills, 

The stream that bounds wi' glee 
Doon by the cot whaur I was born 

Oh, what wad I no be ! 
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FAME. 



Dear to the youthful poet's heart is fame ; 

Entranced, he searches in the realm of thought 
For peerless gems in soil as yet un wrought, 

All for the empty honour of a name. 

The critic's praise, the applauding world's acclaim, 
Are dearer, sweeter far to him than aught 
On earth. But ah ! his fame is dearly bought : 

His unstrung nerves decay, his once strong frame 

Is shattered with the strain of toilful days 
And sleepless nights ; no time has he to make 
A friendship with one heart for friendship's sake,- 

All, all he yearns for is worldly praise ; 

And then, in after years, he wanders sad, alone, 
His sycophantic friends departed — gone, all gone. 




BLIND. 



I feel the sunshine warm upon my face, 
I hear the zephyrs whisper in my ear, 
I hear the feathered warblers piping cleai*, 

As o'er this country road I slowly pace ; 

I feel the fragrance of the flowers that grace 
The winding waysides and the woodlands near ; 
I hear the boys and girls loudly cheer 

As they across the fields each other chase. 

But oh ! I cannot see their sparkling eyes, 
Nor can I see the sunbeams gild their hair ; 
The flowers that fill the ambient air 

With fragrance sweet, the brilliant azure skies, 
The lark, the birds that flit from tree to tret^ 
It ne'er hath been nly happy lot to see. 
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TO DAVID GRAY, 

ON READING HIS ' LUOOIE ' AND MN THE SHADOWS.' 

Tes, I will haste me to the lovely stream 

Tliat thou hast praised in strains that cannot die, 
And on its flower-bespangled banks will lie, 

And listen to its singing till I deem 

Its liquid tones thine own. Ne'er had a theme 
A truer laureate ; ne'er rang the sky 
With sweeter sounds than thine ; thy genius high 

Has shed upon its breast a fadeless gleam. 

The little Merkland cot, likewise, I '11 seek, 
Where first thine eyes beheld the light of day. 

Where in * In the Shadows ' weary, worn and weak. 
Thy soul gave birth to thoughts that win their way 

To feeling hearts, — thoughts that 'vv'ill ever speak 
Of thy true worth, immortal David Gray. 



O MIGHTY SEA! 



O MIGHTY SEA ! the rising King of Day 
Is quickly driving off the glooms of night 
From thy fair breast ; bright, dazzling beams of light 

Shoot up and tinge the lingering clouds of grey 

With gold and rosy red. Still on his way 

King Sol in glory speeds, and still more bright 
The sky becomes ; and now upon my sight 

Sol bursts in splendour and majestic sway. 

To see thee now so fair, and seemingly at peace, 
No one would ever think that in thy breast 
Grim shadows dwell that ever break thy rest 

With woeful moans, like those that never cease 
To haunt the callous-hearted, murderous mind, 
Until on earth sweet peace he cannot find. 
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THE POET. 



The mother loves the baby at her breast 

So well that for his sake she 'd gladly die ; 

And he, when manhood kindles in his eye, 
Will smooth her pathway to the vale of rest. 
The poet, for the laurel crown that Fame 

Upon her slavish votary bestows. 

Will toil, though weary-hearted, though the rose 
May leave his cheek, the strength his manly frame. 
What though his wife and children cry for bread ? — 

The world's applause is ringing in his ears ; 

What though his mother's eyes be dim with tears ?- 

What though beside him stands the tyrant Death ?- 
His eyes are fixed upon the shining wreath 
That never may sit on his living head. 



OH, FOR THE POWER! 



Oh ! for the power to paint the brilliant skies 
Of summer, and the mighty hills that fill 
The soul with holy reverence, and thrill 

The heart with rapture deep ; the light that lies 

In valleys fair as those of Paradise ; 

The sun-kissed river and the sparkling rill ; 
The mountain lakes that lie so calm and still, 

Reflecting in their depths a thousand dyes. 

Yes, dearly do I love each fairy scene ! 

I, who must toil 'mid choking dust and din 

From morn till ev'ning's close, and live within 
A low-roofed den where nothing fair is seen. 

Except, at times, a bit of azure sky 

That looks down with the kindness of an angel's eye. 
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TREASURE TROVE. 

I. PORTRAITS. 

Thb pictures in my gallery are few, 

But choice. That portrait hanging * on the line ' 
Is Avon's bard, who sang in strains divine ; 
And this is * Waverley,' who round us threw 
The witchery of old romance ; and there. 
Within that oaken frame above the fire, 
Is he whose fingers touched the Doric lyre 
Among the woods and fields of * bonnie Ayr ;' 
And that one next to Bums is Tannahill, 

Whose sweet voice woke glad echoes by the Cart, 
While Death's dread fingers lay upon his heart 
In readiness to leave it cold and still ; 
And there, where Phcebus' beams are falling bright, 
Is Clifton's gifted bard — unhappy White. 



II. LANDSCAPES. 

Now, cast your eyes on the remaining space. 
And you will see the side of some great Ben 
Aglow with gorse and heath ; a lovely glen 

Whose silver birks and fragrant flowerets grace 

Its sunny slopes ; a solitary place 

Wherein one weary of the ways of men 
Might find the happiness he seeks in vain 

Amidst the city's noise and wickedness. 

Now, friend, these are my treasure-troves of art. 
And with my books and faithful little wife 
Are all the pleasures which I have in life ; 

Nor do I others seek. I would not part 

With their sweet company for the priceless things 

Found in the halls of milUonaires or kings. 

Q 
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IN THE CITY. 



The poets sing in sweet, enraptured strains 
Of azure skies and emerald-tinted trees 
That beck and bow to every passing breeze, — 

Of birds and scented flowers and dappled plains ; 

But here the skies are freckled with the stains 
Of smoke and dust ; no flowers have we to please 
Our weary eyes ; the drowsy hum of bees 

We never hear, nor song-birds' sweet refrains. 

Sing on, ye happy poets ! sing away. 

And tell us of the beauties you have seen ; 
Transport us to the woods and meadows green, 

Where Nature wears her loveliest array. 
Oh ! let us in imagination hear 
The feathered minstrels sing melodious and clear. 




O TIME ! 



O Time ! why pass away and leave behind 
Sad memories ? Why not make every day 
Take all its sorrowings with it away, 

And leave us for the next a tranquil mind ? 

Why should we be reminded of the grind 
Of toilful years ; of dear ones gone astray ; 
Of mournings o'er the life-departed clay ; 

Of offerings of love and peace declined ? 

To-night the memory of a day long gone 
Came to me, and awoke within my breast 
A feeling which I thought long since at rest 

Within a heart which others say is stone, 

A feeling sad, which fills mine eyes with tears. 
For one I cherished in the bygone years. 
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AN INVITATION. 



O LASSIE wi* the wavy gowden hair, 
The temptin' rosy Hps, the lichtsome e*e, 
Say, wilt thou leave thy hame an' bide wi* me 

Within my lowly cot for evermair ? 

It stands doon in a dell whaur flowers bloom fair, 
An' zephyrs wanton roond ilk noddin' tree ; 
Near by a burnie wimples to the sea, 

An' overhead the lark pipes free frae care, 

Within its walls nae wonders meet the sicht — 
Nae glories o' a lang ancestral line 
Ha'e the^to proodly show ; but love divine 

Mak's ilka thing within look grand and bricht. 
So come, sweet lassie, wi' the gowden hair. 
An' bide wi' love an' me for evermair. 



O DWELLERS ! 



O DWELLERS 'midst the city's dust an' din, 

I pity much your soul-depressing lot ; 
You know not of the joys that be within 

The boundaries of this sweet sequestered spot. 
Here no loud brawls disturb the quiet street. 

No sound of factory wheels grates on the ear ; 
But from each leafy spray the birds sing sweet, 

And overhead the lark pipes loud and clear. 
O village sweet ! in thee T 'd like to spend 

The fast approaching days of life's decline, 
With none beside me but my faithful friend 

(The dark-eyed maid who owns this heart of mine) 
To share the calm that comes before we end 

The joumeyings that lead to joys divine. 
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O TAY! 



O Tay, how lovely now thou art ! Full bright 

The sun is shining on thy bosom clear ; 
Thy far off hills are lost in silv'ry light, 

And down thy vale scent-laden winds career ; 
Upon thy nearer hills the tall trees nod, 

And here and there bright spots of yellow broom 
Adorn their sides, and from the verdant sod 

The lovely flowers send forth their sweet perfume. 
Speed on, noble river ! past the town, 

Ere it contaminates thy limpid breast ; 
For on its head there lies a smoky crown, 

And from its heart flow waters full of pest ; . 
Speed on, and mingle with the distant sea 
That unpolluted rolls in majesty. 



MOONSTRUCK. 



Why dost thou sit, dear brother, all alone ? 

* 'Cause I 'm in love.' * With whom V * With yon fair queen, 
High seated on her star-decked purple throne, 

Diflusing over all her virgin sheen.' 
Had I a lover who would sit and stare 

At me with face so sad-like and forlorn, 
And never praise my eyes, my lips* and hair, 

I 'd leave his silly company with scorn. 
But, brother dear, yon lady loves not thee. 

Behold how lovingly her radiant eyes 
Look down upon her lord, the mighty sea. 

Whose tender words of changeless love arise 
And fill her ears with sweetness and her soul 
With ecstasy she cares not to control. 
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O GIFTED BARD ! 



O OIFTBD Babd ! my list'ning ears drink in 

The sympathetic music of thy lyre ; 
And on my soul, chilled by the city's sin, 

It gently falls and acts like living fire. 
And in my heart fond memories arise 

Of bright hours spent around my boyhood's home, 
Of vows and kisses sweet, and tender sighs 

Exchanged beneath night's star-bespangled dome. 
Long may thy fingers touch the silver strings 

That wake such memories within the breast, 
And may sweet peace descend on golden wings 

•And make thy waning days supremely blest ; 
And when from earth thy soul exultant springs, 

Oh, may it find in heaven eternal rest ! 



A MEMORY. 



The noisy day is dead, and silent night 

Now reigns. Fair Luna from her purple throne 
Pours softly down on earth her silv'ry light, 

.And in my little room I sit alone. 
And think on bygone happy days, dear love. 

When side by side we wandered by the sea. 
With hopes bright as the skies that shone above, 

And hearts that beat in loving unity. 
Ah, then ! we had no thought of tyrant Death ; 

No shadow crossed our shining path to show 
That he was lurking near to steal thy breath. 

But quick as thought he came and laid thee low. 
But, Mary, love ! his victory was incomplete. 
For thy soul fled, and found in Christ a refuge sweet. 
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MY LOVE. 



Mt love has glossy ringlets, black as jet, 

That cluster round a brow of purest white ; 

Dark eyes that sparkle with a radiant light, 
And lips, with Love's sweet nectar ever wet, 
From whence come sounds as pure and heavenly sweet 

As those we hear when in a holy dream ; 

A form which proves that Nature is supreme 
O'er all the sculptured forms of art complete ; 
A mind which places her far, far above 

The evil thoughts that give bad actions birth ; 

A heart o'erflowing with the guileless mirth 
Of maidenhood, awakening to love, — 

But to describe, in language meet, this love of mine 

I would require the gift of Poesy divine. 



EVENING. 



When evening comes and frees us sons of toil, 

To some sweet spot we gladly take our way 
Where those despotic owners of the soil 

Have not the power our wandering steps to stay. 
Oft do I sit on yonder grassy knoll. 

As Sol's bright banners decorate the west ; 
My eyes feast on the beauty, and my soul 

Forgets its pain, and gladly lies at rest. 
And when the hills obscure the sun's bright face. 

And night's dark shadows fill the vale of Tay, 
With happy heart my footsteps T retrace 

Along the dark and silent winding way 
That leads me to my home within the town. 
And on my bed refreshed I lay me down. 
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NOON. 



The sun is shining brightly in the sky, 

The rolling clouds are edged with dazzling white ; 

To catch the falling beams of brilliant light 
The mountains rear their purple heads on high, 
And on the fields the dappled cattle lie 

With semi-open eyes, exhausted quite ; 

No bird except the swallow is in flight, 
And not a song comes from the hedges nigh. 
And I, overpowered by th' excessive heat. 

Am longing, longing for some fragrant shade 

Where I might find a couch of grasses made 
Whereon to rest, and dream of one replete 

With grace and beauty — one whom I shall see 

When evening's shadows fall on wood and lea. 



SABBATH. 



Within a place where sunbeams seldom stray 

I toil from morn till night, and hea,rt and mind. 

Exhausted with the week's incessant grind. 

With rapture hail the tranquil Sabbath-day. 

Then from the weariness and strange unrest 

That ever reign within the joyless town 

I wander far away and lay me down 

In sweet content on Nature's soothing breast. 

And listen to the fascinating strains 

That win my thoughts from earth and earthly things ; 

And on Imagination's daring wings 

I mount, and view the bright celestial plains 

Where dwell, now free from earth's turmoil and woe, 

The dear ones that I cherished long ago. 
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A WINTER DAY. 



To-day the sky is wholly overcast, 

And o'er the Sidlaw hills the north wind blows ; 
The tall trees moan, and bend before the blast. 

And birds sit shivering on their naked boughs. 
No lovely prospect cheers us as we stray, 

No scented flowers upon the waysides bloom ; 
The distant hills are wrapped in dreary grey. 

And on our hearts there creeps a kindred gloom. 
But soon the sun will shine in azure skies. 

And bring to life the pleasure-giving flowers ; 
Soon will the trees put on their verdant guise, 

And soon the birds will sing in shady bowers ; 
Then in our hearts new raptures will arise. 

And drive away the gloom of winter hours. 



O SWEETHEART! 



O SWEETHEART, look at yondor azure sky. 

Embellished by the brilliant god of day ! 
Behold yon clouds in glory passing by. 

Like victors from some glorious affray. 
Look o'er yon lovely plains, and see, my love. 

The trees, the fields, the sheep, and dappled kine ; 
Oh, listen to that wondrous voice above, 

So sweet, so fascinating, so divine. 
But, sweetheart, let us wander farther west 

To where yon waving trees their shadows throw, 
And 'neath their cool green branches we will rest 

Away from Phoebus' bright, fatiguing glow, 
And let the beauties of both earth and sky 
Delight our eyes, and fill our hearts with rapture high. 
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MY MARY. 



When first we met, my Mary, thou wert fair, 
Thine eyes were bright and blue as yonder sky, 
And from thy head hung curls of golden hair 
That froUcked with the zephyrs passing by. 
And oh ! dear wife, thy voice was heavenly sweet. 
Its peerless music thrilled my listening heart ; 
Thy youthful form, with gracefulness replete, 
Surpa^ the fairest e'er conceived by art. 
But time and care have changed thee greatly now ; 
Thy once bright azure eyes have grown quite dim. 
And grey hairs shine upon thy furrowed brow ; 
Thy voice is weak, and slow thy every limb. 
But though thy outward charms have fled away 
Thy heart is still the same as 't was that happy day. 



LOWLY BORN. 



According to the world's decision I 

Am lowly bom. It eyes me with disdain 
Because my hands are blackened with the stain 
Of honest toil. But had I gold to buy. 
Or build a mansion towering to the sky. 
And fill with deer its beautiful domain, 
And keep a becking, bowing, servile train, 
Then would the pure-souled seraphim on high 
Be saddened with the fulsome words of praise 
Upon me heaped. But though T 'm very poor 
Still I am independent of the. scorn 
The world looks on me with ; though lowly born, 
God fills my heart with joys as perfect pure 
As any found in Mammon's golden ways. 



T. BUNCLB, PRINTKR, ARBROATH. 
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